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The Second PART 
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Soldiers Fortune. 


1 


Hic noſter Authores habet; 

Quorum æmulari ex ptat negligentiam 

Potius, quam iſtorum ol ſcur am diligentiam, 

Dehinc ut qui ſcaut gorre moneo & deſinant | 
Malcdicere, male alia ne noſcaut ſua. Terence. 


DN 


. © as 
— 


TO THE 


LoRD ELANDE,. 
Eideſt Son to the Right Honourable the 


Marquiſs of Hallifax. | 


E 5 deal of Debate with my ſelf, 
AYESY ES 44 that I could reſolve to make 
e =” 

FRE your Lord- 


he? Of 5 this Preſent to 
1 — ſhip: For tho” Epiſtles Dedi- - 
| extory be lately grown ſo Epidemical, that 
either ſooner or later, no Man of Quality 
(whom the leaſt Author has the leaſt Ne- 
tence to be troubleſome to) can eſcape 
them; yer methought Your Lordſhip ſhould 
be as much above the common Perplexities 


Wy . that 


The Dzvicart1oN. 


that attend your Quality, as You are a- 
dove the common Level of it, as well in 
the moſt Exalted Degrees of a Noble Ge- 
nerous Spirit, as in a piercing Apprehen- 
fion, good Underſtanding, and daily ripen- 
ing Judgment, all ſweetned by an obliging 
Affability and Condeſcenſion; of which l 
have often, in the Honour of Your Con- 
verſation, had particular cauſe to be proud 
and for which therefore, a more than or- 
dinary Reaſon, now, to be Grateful. 

And it is upon chat Pretence, | here pre- 
ſume to ſhelter this Trifle under Your Pro- 
tection; for indeed, it has great need of 
ſuch Protection: having at its firſt coming 
into the World met with many Enemies 
and very induſtrious ones too; but this 
way I was ſure it muſt live: N ould He but 
ance vonchſafe to eſpouſe its Defence, whoſe 
Generofity will overthrow the ignobleſt Envy, 
whoſe good Nature cannot but confound the 
mai inveterate Malice; and whoſe Wit muſs 
baffle the ſaucieſt Ignorance. : 
My Lord, it would but argue me of the 
meane ſt „ and Formality, to 

pretend 


The DzDrcarion. | 
; pretend here an Harangue of thoſe Praiſes 
| You deſerve: For he who tells the World 
' Whoſe Son You are, has faid enough to 
- thoſe who do not know You; and the 
happy few, whom You have pick'd and 
choſen for your Converſation, cannot but 
every hour You are pleaſed to beſtow upon 
them, be ſenſible*of more than I could tell 
them in a Volume: Your Lordſhip being. 
the beſt Panegyrick upon your ſelf; the 
Son of that Great Father of his Country, 
who when all manner of Confuſion, Ruin, 
and Deſtruction, was breaki in upon us, 
like the Guardian Angel oFMeſe King- 
doms, ſtood up; and with hs Tongue of 
an Angel too, confounded the Subtilties. 
of that Infernal Serpent, wh would have * 
debauched us from our Obedience, an 
turned our Eden into a Wil . Cer- 
tainly His Name muſt be for ever Ho- 
nourable, Precious his Memory, and Happy 
His Generation, who durſt exert his Loa 
ty, when it was grown almoſt a Reproach 
to have any, and ſtem a Torrent of Fa= _ 7 
ion, popular Fury, and fermenting Re- 
SS -* belhon,.. 
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bellion, to the Preſerving of the beſt of 
Kings in his Throne, and the happieſt of 
People in their Libertics. 

May he live long to compleat the Re- 
parations he has made in our Deſence; ſtill 
by the ſtrength of his Judgment, to fore- 
fee thoſe Evils that may yet threaten us, 
and by the Power of his Wiſdom to pre- 
vent them; to root out the Footing and 
Foundations of the King's open (nay, and 
boſome) Enemies: As a watchful, bold, 


a Driver of Treacherous, Grinning, Self- 
ended Knaveg, Inſinuating Spies, and uſe- 
leſs unprofitable Fools from his Service: A 
Patron and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, 
and Ability, which elſe too often, by neg- 
lect, are corrupted to their Contraries. 
In ſine, to continue (as he is) a kind In- 
dulgent Father to Your Lordſhip, fo much 
every way his Son, and fit to Inherit his 
Honours, as, in the ſtrong and ſhining Vir- 
tues of Your Mind, the fixt and ſteady diſ- 
poſition of Your Loyalty, the Goodneſs 
and obliging Tewper of Your Nature, is 


apparent; 


1 
7 


3 
4 
F 
4 


and ſincere Counſellor to his Maſter; to be 
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apparent; by which only ] muſt ever hum- 

' bly confeſs, and no preſumptive Merit of 

my own, I have been incouraged to take 

this Opportunity of telling the World how 
much I deſire to be thought 


x 
7 
5 

2 


Your Lordſhip's 


Tumble Servant to be commanded, 


Tuo. Orwar. 


PROLOGUE. 


Tm and Probogues ner did more ahead, 
'” Nee were good Prologues harder to be found. 
To me the Cauſe ſeems ea, iy under flood: 
For there are Poets prove not very good, 
Who, like baſe Sign-Poſt Dawbers, wanting Skil, 
Steal from Great Maſters Hands, and Copy ill. 
Thus, if by Chance, before a Noble Feaſt 
Of Gen rous Wit, to whet and fit your Taſte, 
Some poignant Satyr in a Prologue viſe, 
And growing Vices hanjomly chaſtiſe ; 
Each Poetaſter thence preſimes on Rulce, 
And ever after calls ye downright Fools. 
Theſe Marks deſcribe him — 
Writing by rote; {mall Mit, or none to (pare; 
Fangle and Chime's his Study, Toil, and Care 
* He always in One Line ujbraids the Age; 
bra good Reaſon why it Rhymes 10 Stage. 
With Wit and Pit he keeps 4 hideous Pother , 
Sure it be damn d by One, for want of T* other : 
Bug if, by Chance, he get the French It ord Ra llery, 
Lord, how he fegues the Vizor-Maſques with Gallery 
'Tis ſaid, Aftrolagers ſtrange Wonders find 
To come, in two great Planets lately join d. 
From our Two houſes joining, moſt will hold 
Vaſt Deluges of Dulneſs were foretold. 
Poor Holborn Ballads nom being born away 
Iy Tides of duller Madrigals tha they; 


Jockeys 


, '} C5 CF” 


Jockeys and Jenneys ſee 0 Northern Airs, 
While Lowſre Theſpis chaunts at Conntry Fairs 
Politick Dittiee, full of Stage Debate, - 4 
And Merry Catches, how to Rule the State. 

Vicars neglect their Flocks, to turn Tranſlators, 
And Barley-water I hey-fac d Beau's write Satyrs; 
Theugh none can gueſs to which moſt Praiſe belongs, 
To the Learn'd \<ilions, Scandals, or the Songs. 
For all things now by Contraries ſucceed; > 

Of Wit or Virtue there's no longer need: 

Beauty ſubimits to him who loudbeſ rails; 

She fears the ſawcy Fop, and he prevails. 

Who for his beſt Prefermert would deviſe, 

Let him renounce all Honeſty, and viſe. 

Villains and Parafiies Succeſs will gain; 

But in the Court of Wit, {all Dulneſs Reign? 

No: Let th angry Squire give by lambicks oer, 
Iwirl Crevat-ſi rings, but write Lampoons uo more; 
Rihymetters get Wir, e er they pretend to ſhew i-, 
Nor think à Game at Cramboe makes @ Poet: 

Elſe is our Author hopeleſ; of Surceſi, 

But then his Study ſhall be next time (eſs: 

He'll find out Ways to your Applauſe more eaſie; 
That is, write worſe and worſe, till he can pleaſe ye. 


M E N. 


Father to Beaugard. Mr. Leigh. 
Mr. Betterion. 

Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Underhill. 
Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Mr. Perin. 
Asa, — s Man. Mr. Saunders. 
a , Beaugard's Man. Mr. Richards. 


WOMEN. 


3 ia. | Mrs. Barrey. 
| Lacretia. Mrs. Butler. 
q =p Courtine's Wife. Mrs. Currer. 


* ange-] Mrs. Ochorn. 
C Phillis, Porcia's Woman. Mrs. Percival, 
n, Lacretia's Woman. Mrs. Norris. 


Sig Ruffians, Pn, a Dwarf, and 
age. 
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ACT 1. SCENE I. 


Enter Beaugard and bis Father. 
BEAUGAR D. : | 3 1 
N a fay again, no Matrimos 
. | ny ; Til not be noos'd. Why, I be- 
ſeech you, Sir, tell me plainly and fair-+ + 
ly, 82 that 1 deſerve. 
to de mavy'E! 
| (4 wa mary bf you ws, 
_ 


* W 
* * 


Arazrsr: * 


ap ot «fe 


ſuch young, idle Whoreſons as as you far, tat, you Rogue. | 
I remember the young Dog at twelve years old had 2 


broad, » puffr, Bacon Face, like a Cherubim; and 


now he won't marry. | 
|  Beaw, My next Removal was Home again; and then | 
you did n not know what to do with me farther, "ill atter | 


Gion and Care of your Poſteriry, you very 

fairly turn d me out of your Doors. 

. The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebell'4 
wh the wack , and took up Arms againſt my | 

Turn d you out of my 

2 me out of Doors, Sir. 

not reaſon, Maſter Hector? 
4 fo have I now too, Sir, more 

to diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father. 


to marry. 

* Turn d out of Doors 2 you 
ber, Sir, ve me not a Shilling; my 1 wand 
my os I had to truſt A , mY 
l Fath. Bieſs us all! Induſtry and Virtue, quoth a! "Nags | ; 
T have a very virtuous Sun and Heir of him, that's the | 
wath on't. 1 
aas. Till at Laſt a good Uncle, who now, Peace be 
with the bo Soul, ſleeps with his Fathers, beſtow'd a Porti- 

on of two hundred Pounds upon me, with which 1 took 
| Spging, and &e Sui for the Coalt of Fortune, : 


reeding, that's the wo | 


1 
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res F KP 


| Religion are you ot? hab?. 


k Scanderbeg- | 
bimlelt ackendſomely, that's — of the Bus'nefs; 


but the Varlet won't Dog has got two thou- 
ſand Pound a Year left him ty y moul, * 
&y Unciz, and ] can't perſuade hind to marry. 

Beau. Sir, that curmudgeonly mouldy Uncle you 
of, was your elder Brother, and never marry'd in all his 
Life : He, dying, bequeaths me two thouſand Pound a 
Year : Yor, Sir, the Brother, and 
Father, have been marry'd, and are not able, tor ought I 
can perceive, to leave me a bent Ninepence. So, Sir, 1 
wiſh you a great deal of Health, long Life, and merry as 
it has been hitherto; but for Marriage, it has thriven fo 
very ill with my Family already, that I am refolv'd to 
have nothing to do with it. i 

Fach. Here's a Rogue! here's a Villain! why, Sirrabg 
you have loſt all Grace; you have no Duty left; you are, 


2 Rebel: I ſhall ſee you hang d, Sirrah. Come, came; 


let me examine you a little, while | thick ont: What R 


Bears. Sir, 1 ou took care, aſter —— 
n 


Fath. Oh Lord! Chriſten d! here's an Atheiſtical 


9 
thinks be has Religion cnough, if be can but call . 
ſelf a Chrittian'! 


* Sir, would you have me diſowa my Bap- 
Fath. No, Sicrah: but I would have you own what 

fort of Chriſtian ycu are though. 
Fab. Ay, Sir; What ort, Sir. 
. 


roi Foxryxs. 1 Y 


< - 


*% The Arnis r: Or, 
ab. As if there were not Knaves of all ſorts! 


Fach. As if | 
nu then, Sir, if that will ſatisſie you, I am of 
your fort. 


J 
L 


n 
Daun. But, Sir, to make ſhort of the matter, I am of 

igi my Country, hate Perſecution and Penance, 
ormity, which is going to Church once a 
well - ; reſolye to make this tranſitory 
ife as pleaſant and delightful as I can; and for fome ſo- 
| beſt known to my ſelf, reſolve never to 


| 


HH 


I 


But I'll do fomething that ſhall be more for 


ing Fortune 
tur d as ſhe might have been, and that your Revenues are 
ſomething anticipated, be pleas'd, Sir, to go home as well 


ne that, for ought 5. know, may de of no 


perhaps may pleaſe you as well. Know- 
late has not been altogether ſo good- na- 


fatisfy'd as you can, and my Servant ſhall not fail to meet 


marry ? 

- Fath. —— ue fs half an Ounce of Brains in his 
Noddle: y -natur'd R is in the right 
ont; N ly in the 2 * 
© Beax. So, here's your Father for you now! 
Faith. But look you Fack now, little Fach, two thou- 
fand Pounds a Year! Why thou wilt be a damnable rich 
if thou doſt not marry; thoy* I know thou 
bravely and deliciouſly, cat and drink nobly, 
2 honeſt, jolly, true - ſpirited, 
fpritely Friends about thee, and fo forth, hah! Then for 
age, to ſpeak the truth ont, it is at the beſt but a 
, vexatious, uneaſie fort of Life; it ruin d me, 


* 
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The Sor bins Fon run z. 17 
Deum. Moſt Ily, Sir. | 
Fath. Thou ſhalt always, ever now and then, that is, 
lend thy old Fa her a hun Pound, or fo, upon a good 
Occaſion, Fack, after M manner, in a Friendly way: 
You muſt make much of your old Daddy, Fack: But if 
thou had'ſt no mind tot, the truth ont is, I would never 
have thee marry. | 
Dean. Not marry, Sir? 
| Fath. No. ; 
| Beau. No? 

: Fath. No. A hundred Pound, Fack, is a pretty little ® 

: round Sum. | 

SGB. I not fail of ſending i“. 

Tach. Then, Jack, it will do as well to let thy Man 

come to me to Harry the Eizhth's Head in the Back-Street, 
behind my Lodgings: There's a Cup of ſmart Racy Ca- 
nary, Fack, will make an old Fellow's Heart 28 light as 
Feather. Ab, little Fackie-Rogue, ir glorifies through the 
Glaſc, and the Nits dance about in't like Atoms in the 
Sun-thine, you young Dog. 

Dean Do you intend to dine there, Sit? 

Fath. Ay, Man; I have two o three bonny old Tit- 
bury Roz ſterere, with delicate red Faces, and bild Crowas, 
that have oblig'd me to meet em there; they help'd me 
to ſpend my Eſtate when | was young, and the Rogues 
are grateful, and don't forſike me now 1 am grown 
pooriſh and old.——Almoſt twelve a Clock, Fack. 2 

Beau. I'll be fure to remember, Sir. | » ® 
| Fath. And thou wilt never marry ! oo 
„Dean. Never, I hope, Sir. t my 

Fath. Ab, you wicked-hearted Rogue, I know what 
you will do then, that will be worſe; tho", I think, not 
much worſe neither. Would I were a young Fellow 2 
gain, but to keep him Company for one Week or a Fort- 
night. A hundred Guineas! e e e e! Db'uy Jack, Tout 
remember? See thee again to Morrow, Fack,——Paor- 
Jack! dainty Canary and a delicate black-ey'd Wench 
at the Bar! Db'uy Fack. , 
Beau. Adieu, Father. Fourbine. 2 

Enter Fourbine. . * 
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carry em after the old Gentleman to his Place of Ren- 


dezvous. This Father of mine (Heav'a be thank d) is a + 


ungodly Father: He was in his Youth juſt ſuch ano- 


I have the better of him: For out of meer 
my Good. busbardry, my Uucle thought fit to 


Then he was marry's, there | had the better of 
again; yer he marry'd a Fortune cf ten thouſand 

ound, and before | was ſeven Years old, had broke my 
Mother's Heart, and ſpent three Parts of her Portion 


Domeſtick, call'd a Houſckeeper, which 1 one Day, to 
ſhew my Breeding, call'd Whore, and was fairly turn'd a 
flarving for it. Now be has no way to ſque ze me out 


Boom. Take a hundred Guiness out of the Cabinet, and 


Fellow as his Son John here; but be bad no 


the extravagant old Gentleman, and leave all to 


Afterwards he was plea:'d to retain 2 certain Familiar | 


of Contribution, but by taking up his Farheriy Authority, 


and offering to put the Peual Law cill'd Marrnge in Exe- 
cution. I muſt een get him a Governor, and ſend lum 


with a Penſion into the Country: Ay, it muſt be lo; For. a 
Wedlock, I deny thee; Father, I'll ſupply thee; and, Plea- 


fure, I will have thee. Who's there? 
Ns Sos Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Oh, Sir, the molt fortunate Tidings! 
Dean. What's the Matter? | 
Serv. Captain Courtine, your old Acquaintance, Friend, 
and Comrade. is juſt arriv'd out of the Country, and de- 
ſires to ſee you, Sir, 1 
Beau. Cburtine! Wait on him up, you with Re- 


Cour. Dear Beaugard! | | 

Bean. Ab, Friend! — from the very tendereſt part af 
my Heart I was juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why theu 
look'& as like 2 marry'd Man already, with as grave a 
Fatherly Famelick Countenance, as ever 1 ſaw. 

Cour. Ay, Beawgard, I am macrry'd, that's my Com- 
fort: Bur you, I hear, have had worſe Luck of late; an 


old Uacle drop'd into the Grave, and two taguſand Pound : 


© Tear into your Pocket, Beangard. 
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| hich-rro, in the Enjoyment of ſuch hearty, fiacere, ho- 
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Dean A imall Conveniency, Ned, to make my Happiy” 
neſs hereafter a little more of a piece than ir has been 


ne ſt F'ic::ds, and good-na-ur' i Fellows, as thou art. 
Cour. Sincer-, honeſt Friends! have a Care there, D. 


gard I am, ſince | fawihee, in a few Words, grown 


an arrant Raſca!; end for Gaod-nature, it is the 
thing | have fulcmnly torſworn: N., I am marry 
Fack, in the Devil's Name, | am marry'd. | 
Beau. Marry! That is, thou call'ſt a Woman thou 
likeſt by the Nime of Wite: Wite and t' other thing de- 
gin with a Letter. Thou lcit wich her when thy Ap» 
tire calls hee. keepeſt the Children thou bepetteſt of 
— Bode; allowetit her Meat, Drink, and Grmen's fit 


for her Quality, and thy Fortune; and when ſhe grows 


heavy upon thy Hands, what a' Pox, tis but a Separate» 
maintenance, kiſs and part, and there is an End of the 
nels, | | | | | 
Cour. Alas, Beaugard, thou art utterly miſt:ken; Nea vn 
knows it is quite on the contrary: For I am fore d to eall 
a Woman | do nat Ike, by the Name of Wife; and lie 
with he, for the moſt part, wih no Appetite at all; mult 
keep he Children that, tor ought I know, any Bod y elſe 
may beger of her Body; and for Food and Rayment, by 
her good Will ſhe would have them both Freſh three 
times a Day: Then for kiis and part, 1 may kiſs and kiſs 
oy out, but the Devil a bit ſhall I ever get rid of 


Beau. Alas, poor Husband! but art thou really in this 
miierable Condition? 

Cour. Ten times worſe, it poſſible: By the Vertue of 
Matrimony, and lung Cohabitation, we are grown is 


really one Fleth, that | hiveno more Inclination to hers, 


than to eat a piece of my on. Then her Ladyſhip is 
fo jealous, that ſhe does me the Honour to make me 
Stalion general to the whole Pariſh. from the Parſon's 
Impoitacce in Paragon, to the Cobler's ſcolding Wife, 
that drinks Brandy, and ſmoaks loathſom Tobacco. In 


dort Fack, ſhe has ſo order d the Buz'neſs, that L am half 


weary 


. 


, thou canſt laugh, I ſee, thougd. 
y. Ned, I have two thouſand Pound per Amum, 


Ned, old Rents, and well Tenanted; have no Wife, nor 
never will have any, Ned; reſolve to make my Days of 
Mortality all Joy ful, and Nights Pleaſurable, with ſome 
dear, loveſome, young, beautiful, kind, generous She, 
that every Night ſhall bring me all the Joys ot a New 
Bride, and none of the Vexations of 2 worn out, infipid, 
_ troubleſome, jealcus Wife, Wife, Ned | 5 
Con. But where lies this Treaſure? Where is there ſuch | 
2 Jewel to be found ? 3 
Beas. Ah, Rogue! Do you deſpiſe your own Manna 
| indeed, and long after Quails? Why, thou unconſcionable 
Hebnail, thou Country Coulſtaff, thou abſolute Piece of 
thy own dry'd Dirt, wouldſt thou have the Impudence, + 
with that hideous Beard, and griſly Countenance, to 
make thy Appearance before the Foor ſtool of a Bona Roba 
that I delight in? For ſhame get off that Smithſield Horſe- 
courſer's Equipage; Aprear once more like Courtine the 
Sa, the Wuty, and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face, 
| and Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Pockets, and good 
Cloaths on thy Back; and then I'll try to give thee a Re- 
eie that may purge away thoſe foul Humours Matrimo- 
ny has bred in thee, and fir thee to reliſh the Sins of thy 
Youth again. Bleſs us! What a Beard's there? It puts 
- me in micd of the blazing Star. 
Cour. Beard, Beangard! Why, I wear it on purpoſe, 
Man; I have wiſh'd ic a Furze-buſh a thouſand times, 
when I bave been kiſſing my 
dun. Wite,——Let me never live to bury her, if the , 
word Wife docs not ſtick in my Throat. | 
Nun. Then this P:ruque! Why, it makes thee ſhew 
like the Sign of a Head looking out at a Barber's Window. 
Cour. No more, no more; all ſhall be rectified: For, 
to deal with thee as honeſtly as a Fellow in my damn'd 
Condition can do, cer I rc:oly'd abſelutcly. to hang m 
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elf, I thought there mi y 

that was this dear — thy dear Friendſhip: 
that, in ſhort, I am very fairly run away; 

mort Journey to viſit a Friend, but came to Land; 
if it be poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, nor Chil- 
dren again theſe ſeven Tears. Therefore, prithee, for 
my better Encouragement, tell me a little what Sins are 
ſtirring in this noble Metropolis, that I may know my 
Bus'neſs the beiter, and fall to it as faſt as I can. 

Bean. Why, faith, Ned, confidering the Pio“, the Dan- 
ger ot the Times. and ſome other Obſtructions of Trade 
and Commerce, Iniqui:y in the general has not loſt much 
- Grcurd. There's Cheating and Hypocriſie ſtill in the 
City; Riot and Murder in the Suburbs; Grinning, Lying, 
Fawoing, Flattery, and Falſe-promiling at Court; Aſiig- 
nations at Covert-Garden Church; Cuckolds, Whores, 
Pimps. Panders, Biwiis, and their Diſeaſes, all over the 
| Town. | 


4 


Cour. But what Choice Spirit, what extraordinary 
Raicals may a Man oblige bis Curiofity withal? | 
Bean. III tell rhee. la the firſt place, we are over-run 
with a Race of Vermin they call Wits, a Generation of 
Inſects that are always making a Noife, and buzzing a- 
bout your Eare, concerning Poets. Plays, Lampooas, Li- 
dels, Songs, Tuner, ſolt S enes, Love, Ladies, Peruques, 
and Cre vat: ſt in, French Conqueits, Duels, Religion, 
: Snuff-boxes, Points, Garnitures, Mill'd Stockings, Fon 
p | 

5 
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bert Acaciemy, Poli ick, Parliament Specches, and eve- 
ry thing elte whic: they do not underſtand, or would 
dave the World hi k tlie, did. 
„ Cour. And are all cheie Wits? 
Dean. Yes, aud be hing'd to em, theſe are the Wits. 
Cour. Inever k CC Oe of theſe Wirs in my Life, that 
did ot deſerve to be Pillory'd, twenty to ove it half of 
e em can read, and yet they wal venture at Learning as 
* familiarly, as if they had becu bicd in the Vatican. One 
„ Of em told me one day, he thought Plutarch well done 
„ Would make the beſt Engliſh Heroick Poem in the World. 
- Þ+ Belides, they will rail, cavil, cenſure, an what is worſt 
4 dl, make Jeſts; the dull Rogues will Jeſt, though my 


* nh. rey 5 * * 


22 The ArnzIs T: Or, 
do it as awkardly as a Tap ing would ride the great ! 
Horſe. BING © pare, dull, J-ſting Rogue from the bot. 
tom of my Heart 
Beaw. But above all, the moſt abomn able is your Wit« 
ty Squire. your young Heir that is very Wirry; who ha- 
ving newly been diſcharg'd from the Dilcretion of a 
Governor. n his own Mony, gets into 
2 Cabal of © oxcombs ot the third Form, who will be 
ſure ro bim up for a fine Perſon, that he may think | 
Bae > 
Corr. Oh, your Aﬀes know one anothers Nature ex:@- | 


ly, and are always r-:dy to nabble. becauſe it is the cer. 


tain way o be nabbled gain: ut above all the reſt, what 
think you of the Atheiſt? 

Beam. By this good Light, thou haſt prevented me: 
1 have one for thee of that Kind, the moſt uq mi: able 
Varlet, and the moſt inſuff rable S inkard living; ons, 
that has Doubts enough to turn to all Religions, and yet 
would fain pretend to be of none: In bort, a Cheat, that 


would have you of Opinion that he believes neither He:- 


ven nor Heil, and ye: never feels ſo much as an Ague- * 
fit, but he's — of being damn's. 


Cour. That muſt be a very noble Champion, and cer- 


tainly an Original. 
Beam. The Villain has lefs Sincerity than a Bawd, leſs 
Courage than a Hector, leſs God nature then a Hang - 


man, and leſs Chariry than a Phanatique; talks of Re-. 


ligion and Churc'- Worſhip as tamiliarly as a little Cour- 
tier does of the Maids of Honour; and ſwears the King 
deſerves to be Chain'd out of the Ci y, tor ſuffering Zea. 
lous Fools to build Paris again, when it would make o 
proper a Place tor a Citadel. 

Cour. A very worthy Member of a Chriſtian Common». 
Wealch, that is the Truth on't. | 

Beau. I am intmarely acquainted with him. 

Caur. | honour you tor't with all my Hear“, Sir. 

Bears. After all, che Rogue has ſome other lictle nay! 
Vices, that are nor very ungratetul. 


Cour. r provable. | | 
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des He makes a very good old Mun at Dalla rexcuns, 
or ſo; that is, when the reſt of the Company is coupled, 
will take Care to fee there's good Arrencance paid; and 
when we have a Mind to make a Balan of it indeed, 
there is no Lewdneſs fo ſcar dalous that he will not be ve- 
ry proud to have the Honour to be put . 
Cour. A very neceſſary Inſtrument of Damnation, truly. 
Beau. Beſides, 1 give — — his Due, he is ſeldom 
Impertinent ; but, barring his darling Topick, Blaſphemy, 
a min pleaſant enough, Shall 12. how 
to thy Service? Iii enter into Bonds of five hundred 
Pounds, that he teaches thee as good a way to get rid of 
that Whip and a Bell, call'd thy Wite, as thy Heart would 
wiſh tor. 
Cour. And that is no ſmall Temptation, I aſſure you. 
Enter Boy with a Letter. 


Boy. Sir! | 

Beau. My Child! 

Cour. A Pimp, tor a Guinea, he ſpeaks ſogently to him. 

Beau. Tell her ſhe has undone me, ſhe has choſen the 
enly Way to enilive me utterly; tell her. my Soul, my 
Lite, my tu-ure Happineſs, and preſent Fortune, are on- 
ly what ſhe'll make em. | | 

Boy. At Seven, Sir. 

Beau. Mott mfallibly. 


Cour. Ay, ay, tis ſo: Now what a damn'd Country- 
itch have I, to dive into the Secret] Beaugard, Beangard, 
are all things in a rcadineſs? the Husband out of the Way, 
the Family diipos d of? Come, come, come, no trifliag; 


be free-hearted and friendly. 


Beau. You are married, Ned you are married; that's 
all I have to fav: you are married. 

Cour. Let a Man do a fooliſn thing once in his Life- 
time, and he ſhall always fear of it—— Married, 
a! Prichee be patient: I was married about a Twelve- 
month ago, but that's paſt and forgotten. Come, tome, 
communicate, communicate, it thou art a Friend, com- 
municate. ä „ 

Dean. Not a Tittle. I have Conſcience, Ned, Conſci- 
ence; tho I muſt confeſs tis not altogether ſo Gentle- 

man- 
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Man-like a Companion: But what a Scandal would it be 
a Man of my ſ ber Demeanor and Character, to have 
unmercitul Tongue ot thy Lepitimate Spouſe roaring 
againſt me, tor Deb. uching her Natural Husband! 
Ou. It has been otherwiſe, Sir. 
Beaw. Ay, ay, the time has been, Conte, when thon 
wert in pofi: hon of thy Natural Freedom, and mighteſt 
| betr:i:fied with a Secret ot this dear Nature; when I] might 
have open d this Hillet, and ſhew'd thee this bewitching | 
Name at the bottom: But woe and alas! O Matrimony, * 
Matrimon»! what a Blot art thou in an honeſt Fellow's 
Scutcnhcon! : 
Ciur. No mort to be faid; Ill into the Country again, 
like ny d ſcom ented Stateſman; get drunk every Night 
with an adj cent School maſler, beat my Wife to a down-- 
right Houſeke- per; get all my Maid-Servants every Ver 
with Beſtards, till l command a Seraglio five miles round 
my own Palace, and be beiiolden to no Man of two thuu—- 
fan! Pound a Year tor a Whore, when I want one. 1 
Beau. Good Words, Ned, good words, let me adviſe 
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ou; nove cf your Marriage-qualities of Scolding and 
Railing, na you are get out of the turbulent Element, 
Come hither, come; but firſt wp capitula'e: Will you 
miſe me, upon your Con} Credit, to be very go- 
— and — Aue " "TN 
Cour. As any made Spaniel, or hang me up for a Cur, 
Beau. Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes 
from a Woman, who, when | was ſtrowling very pen- 
fively laſt Sunday to Church, watch'd her Opportunity, 
and poach d me up for the Service of Satan. 4 
ur. Is ſhe very bandlom, Beawga:d ? : 
Bear. Theſe Country Squires, when they get up to 
Town, are as termagant airer a Wench, as a ty d- up bun» 
227 Cur, got looſe from Ken el. is after Crufts. Very 
ndſom, ſaid you? Let me ſec: No, not very handſom 
neither; but ſhe'il paſs, Ned, ſhe'll pais. 5 
Cour. Youny ? | | ; 


Beau. About Eighteen. 
Corr. Oh Lord! 


Bean. Her Complexion fair, with a glowing Bluſh ale 
. ways ready in her Checks, that looks as Nature were 
* 


watching every Opportunity to ſeize and run away with 


— Oh the Devil, the Devil! This is intollerable. 

Beau. Her Eyes black, ſparkling, ſpritefu!, hot, and 
: cin 
— * The very Deſcription of her ſhoots me theeugh 
„% my Liver. 
: yr Her Hair of a delicate light Amber-brown, cur- 
3 ling in huge Rings, and of a great Quantity. 

Cw. So. 


in, | Bear. Her Forehead large, ee and — 
kr  Conr. Very well. 4 


„ Bean. Her Nole acat, and weil-faſhion 

er Cour. Good. 5 2 

* Bean. With a delicious, little, pretty, ſmiling Mouths 
1. Corr. Oh! 


Beau. Plump, red, blub Lips. 
iſe Cour. Ah h —— 


nd Dean. Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls; a bes 


nt. 2 Neck. and tempting, riſing, ſwelling Breaſts, 


20s (Pram Then ſuch a Propotion, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a 
"ur, Cour. Hold: Go no lower, if thou loy't me. 

nes = Bean. But, by your leave, Friend, 1 hope to go ſomes 
en- thing lower, if ſhe loves me. 
__ But art thou certain, Beaugarl, ſhe is all this thou 
haſt told me? S0 fair, ſo tempting, ſo lovely, ſo bewitch 
ing; 

Dean. No; for, you muſt know, I never ſa her 
| Face in my Life: But | love my own Pleaſure fo well, 
; 66h and ten times more, if it be poſ- 


Fre 
to meet 7 uarely this E 
2 civil Pin' 5h ** the upper . at 


1 upper 
ud. and let me know der mare of er Mind. * hon 
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Cour. Pil c'en go home, like a Miſerable Blockhead as 
I am, to my Lodging, and f1-ep. 

Bears. No, Ned: Thou knoweſt my good Char ces have 
always been lucky to thee; Who can tell but this Lady. # 
errant that has fciz'd upon my Perfor, may have a ſtrag- 
ling Companion. or fo, not unworthy my Friend's. ; 
Cour. Tis impoſſible. | 
| Beau, Not at all; for, to deal heartily with thee in 
this Bulineſs, tho I never law ler Face, or know wha. 
the ie, yet thus far | am ſatisty'd ſhe is a Woman very 
witty, very well bred, of a pleaſant Conxverla ion, with a © 
generous Diſpc ſition, and what is better than all, if 1 
am not extremely mfinterm”.', of roble Quil'ty, and 
damnably Rich. Such a owe cannot want goud, pretty, 
little, Uader-!inners, Ned, that a Man may tool away -n 
Hour or two withzl very comtortably. | 

Copr, Why then Vil be 2 Man again. Wife, avaunt, 
and come not near my Memory; Impoterce attends the 
very Thoughts of thee. At Sever, yuu fay, this Even- 
ug? | 1 

Beas. Preciſcly. | ; 

Cour. And ſhall I go along with thee, for a ſmall Ven- 
ture in this Love-Voyage? | 

Beau. With all my Heart, 

Cour. But navy ſhall ve diſpoſe of the burdenſome Time, 
till the happy Minute ſmile upon us? | 
Beau. With Love's belt Friend, and our own honeft 

old Acqua ntar ce, editying Champaign. Ned; and for gcod 
Company, be' it be a Rarity, Vi carry thee to dine with 
the beſt l can meer with, where we'll warm our Blood 
ard Though's with generous Glailer, and f:ce-hearred 
Coryeiſe, ill we forget the Worle, and think ot nc- 
hung bur immortal Beauties, and Eternal J .oving. 

Cour. Then here | ſtrike the Lea ue with thee: 

Aid row | 3 
ethir ks we're beth upon the V irg together, 5 
Band jor new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleaſure; 
Where Men were never yet erilay'd by Wiving, 
dt all their Cares are handſomly contriving 


1 *.znprove the noble Arts of perfect Living, 
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ACT I. SCENE U 


Enter Courtine and Beaugard. 


Conr. U T was that thy Father? 
Beau. Yes, that civil, ſober, old Gentleman, 
Curtine is my Father: And, to tell thee the Truth, as 
Wicked and as Poor as ever his Son was. I ſent im 3 
Cordial of a hundred Guineas this Morning, which be 
will be ſure to loſe all before to-morrow Morning, and 
not have a Shilling to help himſelf. 
Cour. Methoughts, as 1 look'd into the Room, he rat- 


led the Box with a great deal of Grace, and ſwore half a 


dozen Rappers very youthtully. | 

Bear. Piithee no more on't, 'tis an irreverent Theme; 
and next to Atheiſm, I hate making merry with the 
Frailties of my Father. | 

Cour. But then as to the Lady, Beangard. 

Beau. his near the Hour appointed, and that's the Shop 
we meet at; the Miſtreſs of i,, Courtine, is a hearty Well= 
wiſher to the Mathematicks, and her Influence, I hope, 
may hare no ill effect o'er my Adventure. 

Cour. Methinks this Place luoks as it were made for 
Lc ving: The Lights on each hand of the Walk lnok ſtate- 
ly; and then the Ruling ut Suk Petticoats, the Din and 
the Chatter of the pretty little party-colour'd Parrots, 
that hop and flutter from one ſide to th'other, puts every 
Senſe upon its proper Office, and {e's the Wheels of Na- 
ture finely moving. 

Beau, Would the Lady of my Motion would make 
haſte, and be punctual; the Wheels of my Nature move 
ſo faſt elſe, that the Weight will de down before ſhe 
COmes. 

Mom. Gloves or Ribbands, Sir? Very good Gloves or 
Ribbande, Choice of fine Eſſences. Captain Beawzar 
ſhall I fell you nothing to Day? 

Beam. Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſh, 1 am come to lay out a 
Heart at your Shop this Evening, if my pretty Merchant» 
Adventurer don't fail to meet me here. | 


3 2 Nin. 
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Win. What, the that ſpoil'd your Devotion o* dne 


' laſt, Captain? 


Bean. Doft thou know her, my little Furniſh ? 

Worm. There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that 
has done me the Honour to let me fee her at my poor 
Shop ſome! imes. | 

Enter Porcia mai d, and ſtandi behind Beaugard. 

Dean. And is ſhe very lovely? 

Nin. What think you, Sir ? 

Dean. Faith, charitably encugh. 

im. III ſwear the is oblig'd to you. 

Bear. And | wou'd very tain b: oblig'd to her too, if 
twere poſſible. Will ſhe be here to Night ? 

Por. Yes marry will ſhe, Captain. 

Dean. Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon ? What, 
attack a Man of War of my Burden in the Stern, Pirate! 

Por. Lord, how ike a Soldier you are pleas'd ro expreſs 
your felt now? I warrant you, to carry on the Metaphor, 
you have forty more merry things to fay to me upon this 
Occaſion; as, plying your Chaſe- guns, laying your felt 
athwart my Harſer, boarding me upon the Forecaſtle, 
clapping all under Hatches, carrying of the Prize to the 
next Port of Security, and there rummaging and rifling 
her. Alas, poor Captain! | | 

Corr. Poor. Madam! He has Two thouſand a Year, 
and nothing bur an old Father to provide tor, 

Por. Sir, is this fine, ſober brown bearded Gentleman 
' de your Steward, he underſtands your Affairs fo well 


already? 


eam. The Tru on't is, Madam, he does wait for an 
Office under me, and may in time, it he behave. himſelf 
han tfomly, come to P:cterment, | 

Cour, This I have got by my Beard alreat'. If ſhe 
ſhculd but know me now. 

Bean. Well, Madam, are your Commands ready? May 
I know the Task 1 am to undertake. before I lay claim 
to the Hi pineſs of ſceing that handſome, homely, fair, 
+ Hack, yow g, ancient, tempting, or frightful Face, which 

jeu couceal ſo malicicuſly ? For hang me, as I have de- 
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ſerved long ago, if I know what to make of this extra- 
ordinary Pri ceeding of yours. | 

Por. In the firſt place, — this Face of mine, be 


it what it will, if you behave your ſelf as you ſhould do, 
mall never put you out of Countenance. | 


Beau, In troth, and that's faid kindly. 
Por. For | am young, Captain. 
Bean. | am glad on't with all my Heart. 

Por. And it the world ..-— wma ugly. 

Beau. So much the better ſtill. 

For. Next I'm no tiypocriie. 

Beans Ha! 

Por. But love my Pleaſures, and will hold my Liberty. 

Beau. Noble. 

Por. I am cich too. 

Beau. Better and better. 

Por. But what's worlt of - 

Beau. Out with't. 

Por. I doubt I am fillily in Love. 

Cour. With whom, dear Miracle? 


Por, Not with a marry'd Man, ſweet Monteur Cour- 
tine. 
Cour. Confound her, but ſhe knows me. Why. 
good Madarr — | | 

Beau, Nay, Friend. no ruffling; keep your Articles, 
and keep your Dittance, 

Per. Have you then made your Eſcape, Sir, from your 
dear Wife, the Lady- Tyrant of your Enchanted Caftle in 
the Country, to run a wandring after new Adventures 
here? Oh all the Windmils about Londen, beware! 

Cour. Ay, and the Watermils roo, Madam, Is the 
Devil's Name, what will become of me! 

Por. Fer the Quiæot of the Country is abroad; Murder 


2 his Side, Zncerpriles in his Head, and Horror in his 
Ace. 


Cour. Oh Lord! 

Beau. Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam ? 

Por. I have heard of fuch a Hero, that was very a= 
mous about two Years fince tor felling himſelf to a 


S 3- | Plan- 
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Plantation, the Country, for Five thouſand Peund: Was 


not that the Price, Sir? 

Corr. Your Ladyſhip is plezs'd to be very free, Madam; 
that's all. 
Por. So were you at that time, Sic, or you had neter 
parted with your dear Liberty on ſuch reafonable Terms 
furely. Bleſs us! Had you but lcd about you 2 lrtle, 
what a Market might have been mice of that tall, pro- 
per, promiſing Perſon of yours! t — | 

Cour. Hell confound thee, heartily, heartily. 

For. That Face, which now, o'er-2rown with ruful 
Beard, looks as you bad ſtole it from the Retinue of a 
Embafſie! Fough! I fancy all Feilows that are 
marry'd ſmell of Train-oi! and Garlick. 

eau. And yer, twenty to one, that is à ſtir king Con- 
dirion you have a Deſign to ſe luce ſome poor doating 
M »nfter or another into, one Day. . | 

Par. Never, by that Bade of Slavery, bis Beard there. 

Bear. How that dear Proteftation has charm'd me! 

Cour. O' my Coaſclence my {It coul be half recon- 
ed e her again too. 

For. In ſhort, to give you one infallible Argument, that 


I never will marry, | have been marry'd already, that is, 


fold: For being the Daughter of a very rich Merchant, 
who dying lett me the only Heireſs of an immenſe For- 
rune, it was my il] Luck to fall into the Hands of Guar- 
diane, that, to {peak properly, were Raſcals; for in a 
ſhort time they con{pir'd amongſt themſelves, and for 
baſe Bribee, betray d, ſold, and marry'd me to a—luc- 
bad, that's all. | 
dea lo troth, and that's enough of Conſcience; 

Bur where is this Husband ? 

Nur. Heav'n be thanked, dead and bury'd, Cap ain. 

Bear. Amen, with all my Heart. 

Cour. A Widow, by my Manhood, a downright Baw- 
dy Widow. | 

Por. What would your Cream-pot in the Country give 
for that Title, think you? 
Cour. Not more than I would, that thy Husband were 
alive again to revenge my Quarrel on thee. 


Bean. 
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Bear. And what o be done, thou dear One? 

Por. Look upon mas a Lady in diſtreſs, Cip an; and 
; by the Honour of a Soldier coafider on ſome way tor my 


Deliverance. 
* Ban From what? Where is the Danger ? 
4 Por. Every way it threatens me: For into the very 
Hands my ill Fortune threw me before, has it betray'd 


me 2941, Fijends 

Bean. Tat! | 

Por, The Princ'pal is an Uncle, eld, jealous, tyrannical, 
and covercus. | 

Beau. Hell confound him for it. 

Por. My Fortune lying mot in his Hands, obliv'd me 
upon my Wido hood to give up my felt again there too, 
where he has ſecui'd and contin'd me with more 'Tyran- 
ry, than if 1 had been a Pris ner for Murder; guards me 

Day and Night with ill look d Rogues, that wear long, 
F broad, terrible Swords, and ſtand Centire] vp and down 
the Houſe with Muſquetoons and Blunde:buflcs, . 
Cour. So, here's like to be ſome Michiet going for · 
ward, that's one Comfort. 

Por. Murder and Marriage are the two dreadful things 
1 ſeem to be threatned with: Now gueſs what Pity it is 
that ever either of thoſe Mitchiets ſhould fall upon me. 

Beau. By the gallznt Spirit that's in thee, Vil fairly be 
Gibb. tred firſt. 

Por, No need of that, Captain, neither: For, to few 
you I deſer ce vour Protection I have had the Courage ta 
break Goal, un away, and make my Eſcape birher, 
rurely to krep my Word with you. Deal lik» a Man ot 
Honour by me; and vrhen the Sorm that will follows. is” 
a little blown der, tcit's a wire Hand upon“, Vil no 


be u7grateful. 1 
: Beau And ia token I believe thee, Vil kiſs it mot Rev 
ligioully, 4 


Cour. Why the Devil did I murry? Milam, one word 
with you: Have you never a mirry'd Lady of your Arcs 
quaintance, that's as good - natur d as you, and would tain 
be a Wilow as you ate, too? 


For. Why do you ask, Si-? | 
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Cone. Becauſe I would cut her Fuzbaud's Throat, and 
make her one for my own. proper Uſe. 

Por. Ell ask your own Lady, Sir, that Queſtion, nent 
time I fee her, if you pleaſe. 

Cour. Why, doſt thou know her then? 

Por. Yes, 


" * 


eue Then I may chance ſhortly to bare a fine time 


4 


on't: I have made a pretty Evening's Work of this, Hes - 


ven's be prais'd. 
I Enter two Men diſguis d. 
1 Man. Run away leudly! Damaat.oa! 
2 Man Look! | 
+ Man. By Heav'n, it muſt be ſhe. 
2 Man. The Men are weli arm'd. 


elle. 
2 Man. 1] not ſhrink from you. 


with you. 

Bean. With me, Sir? 

1 Man. Yes. 

Beas. Courtine, be civil a little. 

1 Man. Sir, ic is my Mis fortune to be concerned for 
the Honcur of a Lady that has not been altogether ſa 
careful of it her ſelf as the ought to have been. 

Beau. | am ſorry for t. Sir. 

x: Man. You being a Gentleman whoſe Character I 
have had-an advantagicus Account of, | would make it 
my Petition to you, it ſhe be of your Acquaintance, not 

to engage your ſelt in any thing that may give me Occa- 

ion to be your Enemy. 

Daa. Sir, | ſhould be highly glad of any brave Man's 
Friendſhip, and ſhould be troubled if I appear concern d 
in any thing that may hazard the Loſs of yours. 

1 Man, That Lady, Sir, you talk'd withal's — 

Beam My Miltreſs, Sir. 

z Man. Miſtreſs! 

Dean. Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir: I love her, doat on her, am 

damnably in love with her; ſhe is under my Protection 
too, and whenever there's Occaſion, as far as a, -* 


r Man, No matter; we muſt carry her, or alls It | 


1 Mai, That's well ſaid, Sir, if you pleaſe, a Word | 


b 


| 
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ine will bear me out in it, Fil defend 


1 Man. Do you know her? 
Bears. Not fo well as I would do, Sir. 
1 Man. What's her Name? . 
Beau. A Secret. 
1 Man. She muſt along with me, Sir. 
Beam. No, that muſt not be, Sir. 
2 Man. This Lady, Sir 
Cur, You lie St =—Hah '—Bbcanugard! 
[ Draw, and fight Porcia runs away (queaking. Cour- 
tine diſarms his Adverſary, and comes up to E . 
Beaw Stand taſt, Ned. | 
Cour. Hold thy dead doing Hand, 
Theu Son of Slaughter. 
1 Man. Sir, there may come a time 
Beau. When you'll learn Manners. 
: Man. And teach em ycu too. 
Cour. We are well known, 
: Man, And ſhall not be torgotten. | 
Come Friend. [ Exeunt two Men. 
Beau. Confound em! This muſt be a Brother, a Kinl- 
man, or a Rival, he ply'd me to warmly. 
Corr. Tis a hard Cafe, that a Man cannot hold civil 


Correſpondence with a gooc-atur'd Female, but pre- 


ſently ſome hot heade i tellow ot the Family or other 
runs horn-mad with ſealouſie, and fancies his Blood 
ſmarts as often as the Woman's itches. | 
Beau, This heroick Perſon's Siſter, Kinſwoman, bis 
Miſtreſs, or what-eer ſhe be, is like to get much Reputa- 
tion by his Hectoring and Quarrelling tor her; and he as 
much Honour, by being beaten for her. | 
Cour. Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers fight for the 
Reputation ot a back-ſl:ding Wife or Siſter, ir is a very 
pretty Undertaking, doubtleſs. As for Example; I am a 
Cuckold now. 
Dean. All in good time, Ned; do not be too haſty. 
| Cour. And being much troubled in Spiri-, meeting with 
the Spark that has done me the Honour, with a great 
deal of reſpect l make * thus —— Aff 
2 7 Noble 


Noble Sir, jou baue done mz the Favour to lie with my 


* 
' Bears. Very veel). 

Cour. All I beg of hon, is. that you would do your beſt en- 
dea dour to run md through the Guts to Morrow Morning, and 
it will be the greateſt Satisfaction in the World. | 

Beam. Which the good-natur'd Whore-maſter does very 
decently: ſo down talls the Cuckold at Barn-E/ms, and 
riſes again next Day at Holborn in a Ball:d. But all this 
while, what is become of the Widow, Ned? 

Corr. Faith ſhe hes een done very wiſelv I think; as 
foon as ſhe had ſet us together by the Ears, ſhe very fair» 
ly ran for'c. | 

Beau. A very noble Account of our firſt Evening's En- 
terpriz*.. Bu Pox on't, take Cc urage; and ſince we have 
loſt this Quarry let us een beat about a little, and fee 
what other Gam: we can meet with. = 
| Enter Lucrece Ma d. | 


Tuer. Sir. Sir! Captain! 

Cour. With you again, Beaugard. Agare ho! 

Dean. With me, my Miſtrels ? 

Tas, Yes, with you, my Maſter. ER 

Cony. I wonder when, o' the Devil's Name, it will 
come to my turn. 
Tuc. Being a particular Friend of yours, Captain, I am 
come to tell you, the World begins to talk very 
louſly of you, Captain. | 

Bean. Lcok thee, Sweet heart, the Worlu's an Aſs, and 
common Fame a common Strumpet: ſo long as ſuch 
pretty good-natur'sd Creatures, as thou ſeemeſt to be, think 

well of me, let the World be hang d, as it was once 

drown'd. if it will. | | 
© Tae. I muſt let you know too, Captain, that your 
Love-lotreagues are not fo cloſely manag'd, but that they 
will ſhortly grow the Su ject of all the Satyr and Con- 
tempt in Town: Your holding Converſation with a drag- 
gle-taild Muk, in the Church-Cloyſters, cn Sunday ; 
your meeting with the very Scandal here again, this E- 
vening; ſuffering your {li to be impos d upon, and jilted 


by ber; and at laſt running the hazard of 4 damnable | 


beating 
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' beating by © couple of pleufible Hectore, that made you 
believe — Miſtreſs had Honour enough to be concern d 
4 Bean. Really, my little Wolf in a Sheeps Fleece, this 
' © ſounds like very gocd Doctrine; but what Ule mutt [ 
make of ir, Child? | | 

Luc. Methinks, Captain, that ſhould not be ſo hard to 
find out; my ſetting upon you in a Mask my felf, and 
railing at the laſt Woman that did ſo before me, might 
exfily inform you, | have a certain deſign of trying whoſe 
Heart's hardeſt, yours or mine. 

Ceur. Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhovld not enter 
the Litts upon unequal Terms, with that black Armour 
upon your Face, that makes you look as dreadfully as the 
Blick Knight in a Romance, 

Luc Good Captair, what's that fober Gentleman's 
Name? For certainly I have ſeen him before now. 

Beau His Name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is Conr- 
tine; 2 very honelt Fellow, good-natur'd, and wicked e- 
ncugh tor thy purpoſe of all Conſcience. 

Luc Courtine! Bleſs us tor ever! What, the Man that's 
marry'd ! 

Cour, The Man that's marry'd! yes, the Man that's 
marry'd. *S$dearh, though I be weary on'r, l am not - 
ſham'd of my Cor dition. Why the Devil did{ thou tell 
ter my Name? I ſhall never thrire with any Woman 
that knows me. The Man that's marry'd! Taunes, Fam | 
as ſcandal us as the Man that's to be hang'd. | = 

Luc. But you'll ne'er be thought ſo bandſome. Ta | 
make few words with you, Sir. lam one that mean you 
fairer play than ſuch an 1acouſtan', fickle, ftalfe-hcarced 
Wanderer as you defervyer. 

Bean. Then why coſt thou conceal thy felf? Thoſe 
whoſe Deſians are fair and noble, fcorn to hide their 
Faces: Theretore give me leave to tell thee, Lady, if thou 
think'ſt to make ule ot me only to erea e ſume Jrak uſie 
; in another Woman, I am no Inſtrument to be that way 
| manag'd; no, lam conſtant, I but it thou lov't me 

Luc. Have you any more Doubts thu trouble jou? 
Bean, Nonc, by this kweet Budy uf thine, 


* 
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to my eternal Torment, jealous 
Widow, your Widow, Captain: 
ſt 


: Nay, fince I 
ur know from this Hour Fil de- 
feat all her A es, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to en- 
ſnare your Heart, till I obtain the Victory of it my ſelf, 
much more my Due, in that 'm not beneath her in 
Beauty, Birth, or Fortune, or indeed any thing but her 
Years, Captain 3 therefore if you have that Merit the 
World reports of you, make the beſt uſe of this preſent 
Advice; and fo farewell, till you hear from me further. 
; | Exit. 
Dean. Now may I do by my Miſtreſſes as the w_— do 
by their Farthings, huſtle em in a Hat together, and go 
to Heads or Tails for 'em Hah! Let me never ſce 
Day again, if vonder be not coming towards us the very 
Raſcal I told thee of this Morning, cur fauæ A heiſt; now 
will I ſhew thee as notable a Spirit as ever paſt upon the 
ignorant World for a fine Perſon, and a Philoſopher. 
| Enter Daredevil. 
What Daredexil. a good Evening to thee: Why, where 
haſt thou been, old Blaſphemy, theſe forty Hours? I ſhal 
neyer be converted from Chriſtianity, it thou doſt not 
mind thy us'neſs better. 
 Dared. Been, quoth a! Thave been where I have halt 
Joſt my honeſt Senf-s, Man: Would any Body that knows 
me, believe it? Let me be bury d alive, if the Rogues of 
the Pariſh | live in have not indicted me tor a Papiſt. 
Dean The Devil! a Papiſt! 2 
Dared. Pox on 'em, a Papiſt! when the impudent Vil- 
ins know, as well as I do, that I have no Religion 
all. 
* Contr. No Religion, Sir? Are you of no Religion? 
Dared. Is he an honeſt Fellow, Beaugard? 
Beam Oh, a very honeſt Fellow; thou mayſt truſt him 
with thy Damnation, I'll warrant thee: Anſwer him, an- 
{wer him» | of | 
Dared. I never go to Church, Sir, 
Cour, But what, Religion are you of? 


Dared, 
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| Dared. Of the Religion of the Inner-Temple, the Com” : 
„ „ mon-Law Religion; | believe in the Law, truſt in the ; 
Law, enjoy what | have by the Law: For it ſuch « Religi- 
ous Gentle man as you are get fifty Pounds into my Debt, 
I may go to Church and pray till my Heart akes; but 

the Law muſt make you pay me at laſt. 
Cour. Tis certainly the fear of Hell, and hopes of Hap- 
eſs, that makes People live in Honeſty, Peace, and 
— one towards another. . 
Dared. Fear of Hell! Hark thee, Beawgard; this Com- 
| ion of thine, as I apprehend, is but a fort of a ſhallow 
floniter. Fear of Hell! No, Sir, is fear of Hanging. 
g Who would not ſteal, or do Murder, every time his Fin- 
itch d at it, were it not for fear of the Gallows? 
not you with all your Religion, ſwear almoſt as of- 
ten as you ſpeak; break and prophane the Sabbath? lie 
with your Neighbours Wives? and covet their Eftares, if 
they be better than your own? Yet thoſe things are for- 
bid by Religion, as well as Stealing and cutting of Throats 
are. No, had every Commandment but a Gibbet b 
longing to it, I ſlicuid not have had tour King's Evicences 
to Day ſwear impudently 1 was a Fapiſt, when I was 
never at Maſs yet fince 1 was born, nor indeed at any c- 
ther Worſhip theſe twenty Years. | 

Cour. Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you are 
really of no Religion? : 

Dared. May be I am, Sir: may be I am not, Sir: When 
you come to know me better, twenty to one but you'll 
be better ſatisfy'd, | 

Cour. Dees your Honour think there may be a Devil? 

Dared. I never ſaw him, Sir. 

Cour. Have you a Mind to fee him? 

Dared. I'd go fitty Miles barefoot, to fee but a Fiend 
that belong'd to his Family. 

Bean. That's a damn'd Lie, to my Knowledge: For I 
ſaw the Rogue fo ſcar d, that his Hair ſtood uprighe, but 
at the ſight of a poor black Water-Spauicl, that met bim 

in the dark once. | 
Cour. What think you of Conſcience? 


' | | 


* 
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Dared. 


3 The Aruzrsr: Or, 
Dura. I do not think of it at all, Sir; ic never trou- 
me | 


Cour. Did you ever do a Murder? 
Dared. | won'ctell you. 


Cour. Thou art the honeſter Fellow for it; | love 3 


friendly Rogue, that can keep ſuch a Secret, at my Heart, 


Dared. Do you? 
Corr. Ay. 


eam. So, that's well fail? now we'll to work with 


him preſently. Doſt thou hear, Daredevil, this honeſt 
Friend of mine is ſomething troubled in Spirit. and wants 
a little of thy ghoſtly Advice in a Point of Difticul:y, 

 Dared. Well. and what is' t? I ſhall be civil, and do 
dim all the good I can. 

Beam In few words, he's marr;'d; plagu'd, troubled, 
and Hap-ridden by the eternaly -g ermen ing Witchcraft 
of a vexatious, jealous Familiar, cali'd a Wile. 

Dared. A Wife! that ever any Fellow that his but 
two grains of Brains in bis Scull, ſbould give him ſelf the 
trouble to complain of a Wite, to long as there is \rie- 
nick in the World! : | 

Beans Nay, it is 2 meer ſhame, a ſcandalous ſhame, 
when it is ſo cheap oc. | 
Cour. Would you have me poiſon her? | 
Dared. Poiſon her! ay. what would you do with her 
elſe, if you are weary of her? 


ſuch a thing hereafter ! 


Dared Hereafter!———Croſs my Hand with a piece of 


Silver,. — that is to fay,—pive me three Pence— 
three Pence, my deareſt—— . 
_ Cour. Well, and what then? 
- " Dared. Why, for that conſiderable Sum I'll be Security 
for thee, and bear thee harmleſs for hereatter ; that's all: 
Denn. Faith, and cheap enough of all Conſcience. 
Cour. This is the honeſteſt Acquaintauce J ever met 
© Bean. Oh, z very boneſt Fellow, very honeſt. 
e. Prithee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, ſince 
we ve {© happily met this Evening, let us grow more. 
intimate, and eat and drink together, +7" FM 


Coxr. But if I ſhould be call'd to a terrible Account ſor 


-_ mGr—— 1 


— at 
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Dared. Faith and troth, with all my Heart: on on 
me, Boy, but I love Drinking mightily; and to tell ye 
the truth on'c. I am never fo well fatisty'd in my out of- 
the-way Principles, as when | am drunk, very drunk. 
Drunkenneſs is a great Quieter of the Mind, a great 
Soother of the Spirit. 
Beam And ſhall we be very free, my little Atheiſtical 


disbelicving Dog? Wilt thou open thy Heart, and feak 


very frankly of Matters that ſhall be nameleſs ? 

Dared. Much may be done; I ſeldom hide my Talent, 
I am no Niggard of my Parts that way. | 
Bean. To tell thee a Secret, then, Daredevil, we two 
are this Night, for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give 


a2 Treat to the People of the Duke's Theatre, after the 


Play's done, upon their Stage; we are to have the Mu- 
fick too; and the Ladies, cs bop'd, will nor deny us the 
Favour of their fair Company. Now, my dear Iniquiry, 
ſhall we not, thinkeſt thuu, if we give our Minds to it, 
paſs an Evening plcafantly enough) 

Dared. Rot me, with all my Heart: I love the Project 
of Treating upon the Stage extreamly too. But will 
there, will there be none of the Poets there? Some of 
the Poe s are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows; they 
are moſt of em my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now 
and then ſtand up for the Truth mantully. 

Beans. Much may happen: Eut in the next place, after 


Supper we have reſolvd to ſtorm a certain enchanted 


Caſtle, where I apprehend a fair Lady, newly enter'd into 
League wich an honeſt Friend of thine, call'd my ſelf, is 
kept a Pris'ner, by an old, il-ratur'd, ſnarling Nog in a 
Manger, her Guardian. Thou wilt make one at it, wilt 


thou not, my little Daredevil? 


Dared Dam'me, we'll burn the Houſe 

Cour. Dam'me me, Sir? Do you know what you ſay? 
You believe no ſuch thing. IF | 

Dared. Words of ccurlſe, Child, meer Words of come > 
We uſe a hundred of em in Converſation, which are in- 
deed but in the nature of Expletives, and ſigniſie nothing: 
as, Dam me, Sir; Rot me, Sir; Confound me, Sir; which 
Purport no more than So, Sir; And, Sir; or Then, Sir; F.. 


THEIST: of. 


part, I always what I —_ 
— — think: 80 if | 


we at the Play Houſe then? 

Dared, Before the Clock ſtrike Nine. 

Beaw Where we'll have Muſick, Women, Mirth. 
Dared. And very much good Wine. [ Exerent, | 


a . —_" — 


ATT W $CENGE) | 
| Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Daredevil. | 


— 8 not this living now? Who that knew the 
Sweets of Liberty, the uaconcroul'd Delights 
the Free- man taſtes of, Lord ot his own lours, King c: | 
his own Pleaſures, juſt as Nature meant him firſt; ˖ 
Courted each Minute by all his Appetites, | 


Which he indulges, like a bounteous Maſter, 
That's ſtill ſupply d with various full Enjoyment; 


And no intruding Cares make one Thought bitter. | 
Dared. Very well this; this is all but very well. 
Cour. Nay, not ode Rub. to interrupt the Courſes 
Of a long. rolling, gay, and wanton Lite. * | | 
Methinks the Image ot it islike a Lawne * | 


In a rich flow'ry Vale, its Meaſure long, bl 

Beauteous its Proſpect, and at the End 

A ſhady peaceful Glade, where, when the pleaſant Race 
is over, 

We glide away, and ae at reſt for ever. ; 

Bean. Who, that knew this, would let himſelf be a 
To the vile Cuſtoms that the World's cebauch'd in? 
— 2 II to riſe and | 
yawn in a upon ? Or, what's as bad, make 
a ſneaking Figure in a great Man's Chamber, at his ri- * 
1 Who would play the Rogue, Cheat, 

Lie, 


| when | ack more of Fortune, let her Cen make » Beggar 


Sunday, will advance no neceflary Sums upon 
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Dared. Theſe are Rogues that pretend 
now! Well, all that I ſay is, Honeſt Atheiſm 
n 

3 No, grant me while I live the caſte 
at preſent poſſeſt of; a kind, fair 2 
and pamper my Imagination withal; an | 
two, like thee, Courtine, that I dare truſt my Thoughts 
Wine, Health, Liberty, and no Diſhonour ; and 


of me. What ſayſt thou to this, Daredevil? Is not 


coming as near thy Doctrine as a young Sinner can Cotte 
yeniently ? 


Dared. Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, that's my 


Comtort. 


Cour. But why + 4 we part with the Women ſo ſoon ? 
Beau. Oh, Courti ae, Reputation, Reputation! I am 2 young 
and mult ſt ind upon my Credit, Friend; the 
that cheat all the Week, and goto Church in clean 
my oe 
nues elſe, when there may be an Occation : Befides I have 
a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, ſerious old Gentleman, 
call'd a Father. 
Dared. One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Game, 


and is as full of Religion as his worſhipful Son here. 
Beau. Ha! 


Enter Father. 
Fach. Very well, very noble, truly 
Care you are pleaſed to take of my Family! S* up all 


N ” Drink, Whore, ſpend our Fſtate, and your 
AAN des 2 


mirabilis and the old Hack docs not agree with wy Sto 
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— 


nsr: Or, 


a dead lift, or I am loſt for ever. Sir. I hope my be. 
ing here, has not done you, nor any Friend of yours, an 
Jnary 


Fab, Injury! No, Sir, tis no Injury for you to take 
your ſwill in Plenty and Voluptuouineſs —- Hickup —— 
while your poor Father, Sirrah, muſt be contenced to 
drink paltry Sack, with dry-bon d, old, batter'd Rogues, 


and be thankful. You muſt have your fine, jolly, young = 
| Fellows, and bonny, buxom, brawny-bum'd Whores, you | 
Dog, to revel with, and be bang'd to you, mutt you ? 


Sirrah, you Regue, I ha' loſt all my Mony. 
Beam. I am forry tor it, Sir. 
Farh. Sorry for it, Sir !—— Hickup Is that al!? 


Dared. It thou art very pcor, old Fellow, take a ſwing - | 


ing Doſe of Opium and ſleep upon't; 'us the beſt thing in 
a 


World for old Gentlemen that have no Mony, Or 


wilt thou be good Company? wilt thou fit down and 
crack a Bottle, old Boy ? Hah? 
| Heb! crack a Bottle! 4 
y, crack a Bottle: What ſayſt thou to that 
2. bealtb, and 
Conv. Sir, here's your calth, and to your 
| better Fortune. | * | ; 
A very honeſt Fellow, Fack: Theſe are very ho- 
weill Fellows. What is your Name, Friend? 
| Dared. My Name is Daredevil. Friend; of the ancient 
Family of the Daredevil in the North, that have not had 
@ Church in their Pariſh, Chaplain in their Houſe, Pray- 
ers Publick or Private, or Graces at Meals, ſiuce the Con- 
Fath.. Sir, I have heard much of your Family; it is 3 
very ancient Honourable Family: and I am glad to find 


my Son has made choice of fuck Noble Acquaintanc..---- 


Sir, my Service to ou. | proteſt, a Cup of pretty 
larret, very pretty Clarret. 
1 And he has top d it off as prettily, II ſay that for 
Fath, Fack, 1 ba' loſt all my Mony, Fack. 
aas, Have you been robb'd, Sir? 


Eaih, 


a 


„ Daredevil, tick to me now, and help me our at 


zer WwEELC 


The SoLDrerxs ForTUNE. 43 
Fath. Robb'd, Sir! No, Mr. Sancy-face, I ha* not been 
| robb'd, Sir, but I ha” been nick”), Sir, and that's as bad, 
n Sir. You :re a worthy Perſon, and Fil make you my 


| dge. 
S . Come along then. 
1 Fath. The Main w $s Seven, and the Chance Four; 1 


oy had juſt thirty Pound upon it, and my laſt Stake: The 
„ | Caſter threw, nothing came of it; I chang'd his Dice; be 
S | threw again, to as lit tle purpale as before. 

Dared. Very ſtrange, truly. 

Fath. 1 chang' his Dice 52 he threw again: So he 
threw, and I c1ang'4; and 1 chang'd, and he threw, for 
at [ext half an Heur ; till ar la{t-----Do you mark me? — 
the Dice pod ring gut ot the Box — 

Dared, That's pain. 

Fath. One of cm trips ag2inft the Foot of aCanlleftick, 
and up comes two Deuces, two Deuces, Sir, do you hear ? 
And fol loſt my Mony. No, Sir, I was not robb'd, Sir; 
but l loſt it upoa two Deuces: and that was ſo hard For- 
tune, that Pit hold you, or any Man living, fifty pound 
to ten, that he does nat throw two Deuces before Seven 

n. 
VR Two D uces afor2 Seven! Two Deuces are nt 
to bethrowan, Sir, not to be thrown. 

Dean. I am glad to hear you are fo rich, Sir, 

Fauth. Rich, quoth a! Prithee be quiet, I am not worth 
2 Shilling, Man. Bu“, Sir, here you are a Lord at large, 
enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, fic up all Night in the 
fulneſs of Iniqui y, with worthy Eſquire Daredevil of the 
North here, wich a Pox to ws. My whilſt I mult be kep*: 
without a Shilling in my Pocket. Zut, Sir 

Dea. Sir, I ſent you a hundred Pound yeſterday Morn» 


|  Fath. Well, Sirrab, and 1 have had ill Lack, and l 
tal: What then? 


| Beau. Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall ! 2 

tion to you? 

4 Farb. tieh! With all my Heart. Look you, 

' boy, I am not againſt thy taking thy moderate 

ens, ſo long as Lee thou keepeſt good Company, neither. 
But 


ITHEIST: Of, 


rn 1 
and fend me the reſt of “other Hundred to my Lodgin the * 
Beam. Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two * 
Deuces are thrown before Seven, I muſt advance a Fes 
dred Pound to make the Devil's Bones rattle, Sir ? | 
Faith. Sirrab, you are a Rebel; and I could find in my 
Heart to cut your Throat. Sir, have you e er a Father? 
Dured. No, Sir. 

Fath, No, Sir? 

- Daved. No, Sir; I broke his Heart long ago, deforel 
ae 10 be at years of Diſcretion: 124 

did. 

Fach. Oh Lord! 1 papain Fellow | K 

—_— 


Ded. If I chance to be han 'd, being a * | 
the Corpora: ion of np nge may be, 
for an Anatomy, to ſet up in their Hall. 1 don't | 
care of my ſelt while | am living; and when 
whatever happens to me will never trouble me. 
No more to be faid; my Son's in a very hope- | 
; y to be dama'd, that's one Comtort. Im 
Rague! You keep Company with the Devil's Retident! 
Tou converſe with Foreign Min iſters, and deny your Fa- 
« | they @ little dirty Mony! Fogh, Pokroon! 
bis is very hard, Sir: But it Ten Guiness will 
Service 
| Ten Guineas? Let me ſee; ten Guinea: are 2 
_ 21 pidling Sum, that's the truth on':: But what 
5 Facky-boy ? Serve, may be, to he at Tick- | 
ck man Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, or fo; 


. kar * will that recover my Hundred again? Ten 11 
ki, Guineas! 


* -Guines's! Pox of thy Ten Guinea's Well, let me fee 
Sj the Ten Guinea's though, ——let me fee em © little. 
boy, Facky, Fack, ——You ha* drunk damnable - 
hard to Night, you Rogue; you are a drunken Dog, 1 
believe Han't you had a Whore too, Facky? 
ny ee e—— You'llger the Pox, Sirrah, and then But if 

thou doſt. I know a very able Fellow, an old Acquaint- 
anceof mie Ten Guinea, Facky! 

r Bean. There they are, Sir; and long may they laſt you. 
a 1 Fat h. M. ke em Twenty, Facky rogue, you Plump- 


24 cheek d. Merry-2y'd Rogue, make em twenty make 
„ | 'em bien ther——Facky-boy, Facky, Fach, Do faith. 


Bean. Upon my Duty, you have ſtripp'd me. Sir. 

| Fath. Then do you hear, Friend, you Atheiſt, that are 
or fo free of your Soul? let us ſee if you dare venture 8 little 
ff ol ycur Mony now Come [| Draws out 4 Box and Dice. 

'} Seven's the Main: I'll hold you ten Pounds to two, two 

Beau. At him, Daredevil; Beggar him once more, and 
then we ſhall be rid of him. ba 

Dared. Done, Sir, done; down with Mony. 
e Fath. Here, you blaſphemous — thou love 
Hazard? | | 

bl Fu. love thee the better fort: Come along Seven - 
0 | .Dared. Right. 


[Throws 
_ Deuces'———-You ha? loft, Sir. Meng? 
; Fath. Dam' me, Sir, lay your Hand upon my £ 
* Dared. Dam' me, Sir, tis my Mony; I won it fairly. 
ef Beaw. Now, Courtine, noweo——_ 
3 Cour. Now look to't, Atheiſt! | 
Tub. Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat, 1 
1 | ſweep the yellow Scoundrels, and draw my Sword in 
_ witneſs th'are my own. F-: 
1 1 Na * 5 
5 „Sirs, no drawing Js, no | 
- | Dae. I am glad on't, with all my Hearr; for thangh- 
„ |} Tam not much afraid of the Devil, I hate a drawhs Sword 
n mor tally, 


| 


— 


r 


| * 
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Fath. Stand off, — Dogs, Atbeit's win my Mony! 
Raſcal, —— Good morrow. [ Exit, 3 
Bean. Till next time two Deuces come before Scyen; | 
and then I am ſure to fee or hear from y.u again intfal- 

libly. 

* How doſt th: u intend to diſpoſe of this wild, ex- 
travagant, old Father of thine, Beaugard ? | 
Beaw. I hope to find him run fo far in Debt within * 
this Fortnight, that to avoid the Ca!:mity. he ſhall be 
forced to compound with me for his Freedom, and be 
contented with a comfortable Auru'ty in the Country, | 
that's all my hopes ot him. 
Cour. Which he'll fel! in one Quarter of a Y:ar, and 
return to old London again, for other Ge ar Hazard, | 
Bea. No, like a wiſe Guardian, I'!l rake care of the 
contrary, lay it too tar out of his reach, and tie it too 
faſt for him. Why how now, Daredetil? V hat, in the | 
dumps? *Tis an unruly cld Sentleman, but yet he has 
ſome Religion in him, Daredevil. | 
Dared. Yes, Pox cn him, to cheat me of my Mony. 
"Tis well he was your Father, Sir. i 
Cour. Why? | 
Dared. Had he been my own, by theſe ils I wou'd 
have faw'd bis old Windpipe aſunder vpon tle Spot. Rob 
me of my Right / | | 
Cour. Does he love Fighting fo well then? I thought | 
moſt of your Atheiſts had not nuch car'd for that imper- | 
tinent Exerciſe, | 1 
Dared. Tis a little impertinent, that I'll grant you, for 
honeſt Fellows to fall our, ſquabble, and cut one another's 
Thrcats, to ſpoil good Company: But when my Ho- 
nour's injur d 
Beam Then, 1 know, thou art implacable. But for a t 
_ fooliſh trifling Sum of Mon; 
rach, traſh, Dungvil, and Filthineſs! I give | 
it y to my Wenches and my Servants; we part with | ( 
it to every Body, upon all Occaſions. He that values Mo» 
ny, deſerves never to have the Benefit of it. 

Beam. A very noble Fragment ot Philoſophy. Bur. Cour» 
E 
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zine, the Morning is new riſen again, and I | 
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Intelligence this Night, by a certain Miniſter I for 
ſuch Offices, — poor diſtreſſed Widow 1 Bri in 
Durance: If thou thinkeſt there may be any Hopes for 
thee upon the Coaft I am bound for, let us embarque to- 
gether, and good Luck attend us. 

Cu. No, I have other Projects d foot: Marriage has 


erack'd my Credit ſo, that no body that knows my Con- 


dition cares fo dwell with me: Therefore l am refoly'd. 
to ſet out for new Diſcoveries, and try how I can thrive 
where my Name's a Stranger. 

Beau. What, this Morning! 

Cour. This very Morning: Fortified with Bourdeaux, 26 
I am, will I iflue forth; and let all ſtragling Wives, Wi- 
dows, and Virgins have a care of their Cargo's, | 

Beau. Nobly reſolv'd, and good Fortune guide thee. 
Thou, Daredevil, wilt not part with me; thou art more 
a Friend than to leave thy Diſe ple, when there is good 
ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward. May be we may 
do a Murder betore we part; ſomething that is very 
wicked we“ not fail of. 

Dared. With all my Heart ; let us fire a Houſe or two, 
poiſon a Conſtable and all his Watch, raviſh fix Cinder- 
women, and kill a Beadle. 

Dean. Shall we do all this? 
Dared. Do't! I'll do't my felf. 
Beau, Thou art the very Spirit of Iniquity, 
Enter Footman. 

Footm. Sir, Captain Beangard. 

Bead With me, Friend? | 

Footm. Sir, there is a Mask'd Lady, in 2 Chair, at the 
Corner of the Street, deſires a Word with you inſtantly. 

Beau. Tell her, I'm her Vaſſal, and will wait on ber 
this Moment. Courtine, good morrow. . 

Cour, Gone already? 1 

Beau, Trading comes in, Friend, and I muſt mind m 
Calling, that's all. Allons. Daredevil. 

Dared. Friend, farewel to thee; if either of us are run 
through the Lungs, or ſhot in the Head, before we meet 
again, ler us hear from one another out of the Lower 
World, hoe matters go there, and what Entertainment 


they give us, Cour. 


Te Arnis r: On, 
Qn. You ſhall find me a civil Correſpondent, Sir. 
Dured. Fare wel. 28 TD 
Cour. The fame good Wiſh to you, Sir. Now will T 
out into the middle of the Street, play at Biind-mans-buff 
by my ſelf, turn three times round, and catch who | can, 


SCENE changes tothe Street. Enter Beangard ana 
Daredevil. J 

Dean. This ſhould be the Place, and yet I fee ng Chairs 

Dared. Then let us fall to Miſchief. | | 

Beau. Prithee a little Patience, tho' it be a Virtue, dear 
Temptation. | 

Footm. Sir, is your Name Captain Beaugard? | 

Beau, Yer, my dear Mercury, I am the happy Man, 

Footm. Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 

Nea Stay till | read it, Friend. 
Foam Sir, it requires no Anſwer. 

Beax. What Jilt's Trick now! — S, — to meet u 
with your Swords in your Hands this Morning, dihimd the Cor- 
ner Howſe of——By my Stars, a Challenge t:om the ter- 

m_ Sparks that fell upon us laſt Nighr. Why, what a 
en of Love and Honour have I upon my Hards now? 
Daredevil, thou canſt fight? 
Dared. Why, is there any occaſion ? 
dess. Only a Challenge, Daredetil, that's all. Sce, 
there's a Breakfaſt for thee, if thou haſt any Stomach to'r; | 
Durad. Idle Rogues, Raſcals, Hectors! Never mind em; 
4 hang em, theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that want 
> Dinners; let us break the next Windows, and never think 
13 ent. 


- 
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you'll not murder me? 3 
Nen, Sir, no noiſe, no ſtrugling, as you tender | 
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reſcue me. 5 
Dared. 1 am terrify d, amaz'd ; ſome t for my 
Sins is fallen upon me; alas, I am in Bonds too! Have 
mercy on my Soul, and don't flay me, Gentlemen. 
Beam. Damnation! Blinded! Raſcals, Villains, Ruſſians ! 


1 Theod. This Generoſity makes good thy Character, 
That thou art the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend. 

Ho ſhall I deſerve this from thee? 

Grot. I ſhould be ur juſt, both to my ſelf, and the dear 

' Mem'ry of thy Noble Brother, whoſe Friendſhip was fo 


deer to me, ſhould my true Sword be idle in thy Cauſe. 
| Beſides, the Loe which I profeſs to Porcia, me 2 
Rival muſt not tamely carry her. B+ 
Theod. She is thy Right: My dying Brother, her ſoon- 
| forgotten Husband, | 
hut thy remember d Friend, with his laſt Breath thus told me; 
L | I have a Friend. Gratian, the Man my Heart 
Has cheriſh'd moſt; we rom dur Youth were Rivals 
For my dear Porcia: le bim, it I die, 
l leit her bim, as the deareſt Legacy 
I could bequeath: Bid him be tender of her, 
| For ſhe'll deſerve ic from him, —— Would ſhe did. 
1 Grat. Heav'n knows, it is my Curſe, ſpite of her Scorn; 
> to love her even to Madneſs; nor ſhall this Man of War, 
1 this French-bred Hero, win her with nothing but his Cap 
: and Feather: I wonder he's not come yet. 
Theod. | have heard the Man is Gallant; but in honeſty, 
u thou art my Friend, I wiſh thou would hear good 
Grat. Thine muſt be Noble. | 
T Theod. I'd havetheechink no more of this proud Wemans 
y Gras, I with twere poſſible, 
uad. Their Sex is one groſs Cheat; their only Study - 
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LY 


1 How to deccive, betray, and ruin Man: * 
They bave it by Tradition from their Mothers, | of 
Vor. II. C Which 
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Which they improve each Day, and 
Their Painting, Parching, all their 
And Aſfectations, are but Tricks 

To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. 
Grat. Would this could cure mii e. 


arts, 


Tad When we're caught faſt, tis then they ſhew 


their Natures, 

Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretch they ve conquer d; 
Tho the ſame Hour they glance abroad for new Qucs. 
Let but a Woman know you're once her Slave, 
Give her once Teſtimony that y u love her, 
She'll always be thy Torment, ſilt, de ſign, 
And practiſe Ends upon thy hor eft Nature; 
So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth. 

Grat. But let a Fo 

Theod. Oh give 'em but a Fool, 

A ſenſeleſs, noiſie, gay, bold, briſtling Blockhead, 

A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ttring, 
No Brains in's Head; a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prure, dance, lifp, or lie very much, 
They're loſt for ever: Th:y'll give all they have 
To Fools, or for em 

Grat. But, my Friend, this granted, 
Grant Porcis this, and more, as ſhe's the Relic 
Of thy dear Brother, and my valu'd Friend, 
The * ſhe brings upon thy Honour 
Muft not be flighted; and that's my Cauſe now. 

Mead. There thou o'er-com't me: Still our Men of 
Mettle 
their Time; the Day grows late; let's walk 
Down by yon Wall; may be they have mits d the Place: 
Beſides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and we 

may be prevented. 


g Merhink: I would not loſe ſo fine a Morning, ard do u 
t g · 


B Sy lvia and Lucretia. 

Oh Lucrece, "ewes the Fangs ei Jealouſie, curl 
that brought me hither. 
. Where lodg d you then laſt Night? 


x 
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Sylv. Here, in this Houle, my Coufin Porcia's Houſe : 
1 met her late laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, harraſt with 
my ſcurney, and the of it: Had the nor took pity 
of me, Heav'n knows how my Perplexities would have 


Luc. 

Sylv. Here, in this very Houſe. 

Luc. I'm glad I know it; Lil take ſuch care, it ſhall 

not be long a Secret. | 
yuv. Tne Girden opening thus upon the Fields, invi- 

ted me to take the Morning-air here; for Sleep's a Gueſt 

thit Rays but lirtle with me. Why figheſt thou. Lacrece? 
Luc, l'm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould chuſe 

this Reſidence. | 

Sylv. 'Tis for a Lover, Lucrece; Beaugard courts her, a 


Friend and lewd Companion of my talie Husband's. 


Tuc. I know him but too well. 

Syn. Way, duſt thou love him? 

Luc So much, that I can neither eat, drink, nor fleep 
in yrac?2, for the tormenting Thaughits of him. 

Sylv. By Heav*®as, I pity thee. Oh have a care of Mar- 


rizge, Lucrece, Marriage; will be thy Bane, and ruin 


thee for ever, Marriage ſpoils Faces; How I look with 
Marriage | 
Luc. I fee no change. 
Sylv. No change! I have not ſlept fix Nights in peace 
R... the curſt Day I wedded. W its 
Luc. Will then a Hu band ſpoil ones Sleep fo ſadly? 
Syly. A Husband's, Lacrece, like his Wedding Clothes; 
Worn gay a Week, but then he throws em off, 
And with em too the Lover: Then his Days 
Grow pay abroad, and his N ights dull at home: 
He lyes whole Months by thy poor longing Side 
Heavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed, 
Turns him about, grunts, ſnores: and that's a Husband. 
Lac. Is Courtine ſuch a one? 


* 


Sv. Tis pain to tell thee the Life] lead with bim 


He's colder to me, than Adamant to Fire; ul him 
looſe amongſt my Kitchen Furniture, my — 


was ſeen ſo termagant a + a He loves a nally, foul» 
2 


y thy Ground, faint Soldier! How, ano- 
n 'twas nobly done; two to one bad been 


SECRETS ES noted 
Preferment truly. | 


v. 
- Then I am fure thou can't have no Exception a- 
gainſt me. | 
Hu. But ſuppoſe I had a Mind to a lirtle farther Ac- 


intance with you; what then, Sir? 
| Cour. Why, then thou may'it reaſonably ſupp- ſe that 


are yery pretty Gardens hereabouts, let us commit a 
paſs for once, break into one ot em, and roll a Ca- 


. ng 2 
Slo. It 1 ſhould let you make advantage of my Weak- 
nels now, > would be falſe afterwards, forſake me, and 
break my Heart. 
Cour. — Fool! What i innocent Scruples ſhe makes! 
S. Have you no other Miſtreſs already? have you no 
Engagements th — will return hereafter upon your Heart 


* 


Pll make no evil Uſe of thy good Iuclinations; Faith there 
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Cour. If I have, may that blue Mountain over our 
Heads there, fall down and cruſh me like a peſted Toad. 
| Sylv. To ſhew you then that I deſerve your Faith 
Cour. What wilt thou ſhew me? 
Sylv. A Face which I am not aſham'd of, though you" 
perhaps be ſcandaliz'd when you (ee ir. 

Cour. The Devil rake me it I am though, fo it prove 
not very horrible indeed. | x 
Sy/v. What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as you 
look'4 tor? | 25 

Cour. My own Wife! 
Sylu. Yes, thy unhappy Wife, 


| Thou falle, deceitful, perjur'd, ſhameleſs Wretch: 


Have l deſerv'd this from thee? 
Cour. Pux contound her 
| [ Takes out 4 Book and falls to reading. 

Sylv. Is this the Recomperce of all my Love? 

Did I beſtow my Fortune on thy Wants, 
Humble my felt to be thy Dove-like Wife? 
And is this all l'm worth? 

Cour. Wealth is a great 
Provacative to am'rous heat; 
For what is worth in any thi 
But ſo much Mony as twill bring? 

Hmudibras, Part the Second, Canto the Firſt, 
Sylv, Patience direct me! have I wrought my Nature 


[Reade, 


To utmoſt Sufferance, and moſt low Contentment, 


Set my poor Heart to cares! haye I been bleſt 
With Children by thee: to be left with ſcorn, 
Caſt off, neglected, and abandon d vilely ? 
Speak, is not this hard Uſage ?!—— 

Cour. Umph ! 

Sy/v. Umph! what's Umph? 
1 Umph, that's I, Child; Umph is 1, I. I, my 


Sytv. Death ! death and torments! Cut my wretched 
Throat, don't treat me thus: By lea n Fil bear't zo 
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Om. What do you at London! 

Sybe. Is it a fault to follow what I'm fond of! 

Cour. Can't I enjoy my Pl-aſures, take my Freedome, 

dut you muſt come, and ſpoil the high-ſeaſon'd Diſh, with 

your 9 whining ſenſeleſs Jealouſie? A 
Sylv. Prithee forgive me. 

Cour. Where did you lodge laſt Night? 

Syiv. Here with a Kinſwoman, | 

May be yod know her not; her Name is Porcia. ; 

Dua. Death! Beawgard's Widow! now ! am fice!y fitted. 

What, at this Houſe ? | 
Sylv. This very Houſe; that Door 

Opens into the Garden, let us walk there; 

Won t you go with me, Courtines? 

Cour. No. f 
Sylv. Prithee do, Love. y 

Don': be thus cruel to me. | 
Cour. Then promiſe one thing, 

And may be my good Nature ſha!l be wrought upon. 5 
Slv. Fil grant thee any thing; ſpeak, try n Obedience. 
Cour. Then promiſe me, that during our Abode | | 

In this ſweet Town, which l love very dearly, 

That let me ramble, ſteer what courſe I will, 

Keep what late Hours, and as I pleaſe employ em, 

That you'll be ſtill an humble, civil Doxy, | 

And pry into no Secret to diſturb me | 


Sylv. Well, tis all granted. 

Cour. On then, FI be dutitul. 
Sylu. Enter you firſt. 

Cour. No. : 

Suu. Oh, then you'll forſake me; 

Tou ſeek but opportunity again to leave me. 
Our. Well, ſince I am trapt thus, 
Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better Paſture, | 
There is no Replevin, and I muſt to Pound. [Exennt, | 

Enter Theodoret, Gratian and Lucretia. 7 
Theod. What, in this Houſe ? 


l : ' 

Luc. , in this very Houſe; | ? 
My C's Sybuia, Courtme's jealous Wife, | 
Coming to Town, lodg'd with her bere laſt Night. 
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Theod. No more, | gueſs the cauſe we're diſappointed. 
No thou go, Gratian, muſter what Friends tis poſſible; 
Vil try my Intereſt roo; well ſtorm your Fortreſs, 
Enchanted Lady, though your Giant guard it. 


SCENE changes to the Inſide of 4 — ' og 
Houſe, adorn'd with rich Furniture and Lights. 


Euter Ruffians, with Beaugard and Daredevil. 

Fear. Dogs! Raicals! Villains! how do you intend to 
deal with us? _ 

1 Raff. Much better than vour Language 12s deſerv'd, 
Sir. 1 : [They unblind em. 

Beau. Sire, for this noble Uſage, had I a Sword or Piſtol 
about rae, | would reward ye ma ſt amply. 

[They all bow and withdraw. 

A Plague of your Civility! where the Devil are we? 

Dared. Where are we, quotha! why, we are in a Palace, 
Man, prithee look about thee a little. 

Bears. By Heav'n here's a Paradiſe; hark Daredevil! 
—— de hang d if bawdy School 

Dared. II d if cis not a y Dancing School; 
ſome better Whores than ordinary deſigning a private 


Ballum rancum, have pitch'd upon our two proper Per- 


ſons tor the bus'neſs; we are like to have a ſwinging time 
on't, Beangard. | | 
Bear. A Plague o your Cowardiſe! you were whining 
and praying juſt now, and be hang'd to you. 
Dared | praying! prithee be quiet Man, I never pray d 
in my Liſe, nor ever will pray: Praying quotha! that's 2 
merry Jeſt with all my Heart. $5 
eau. Impudent Poltroon! he ſaid two dozen of Pater- 
Nofters within this half Hour, and every jolt the Coach 
gave was afraid the Devil would have torn him to pieces. 
Dared. Odd | like this Ccntrivance very well: Leak, 
Beaugard, what comes yonder? ſheart, two Devils in 
Peitieoats, how my Guts ſhrink together £2 
Enter two Black Women. = 
Bean. Heyday! Lady Blackamores! nay then 


we ar 
certainly enchanted. What are you two, Maids of Ho- 
C4 | nour 
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nour to the Queen of Pomonkey? and this is one of her 
Palaces? 2 

832 I long now to be familiar od ans. oh 

Sooty-fac'd Harlots! I would beget a chopping * 
Black Son of a Whore upon her, — — = 
of Darkneſs, 


> Enter a Dwarf. | 
Dean. What, another too of the fame Complexion? | 
this muſt be her Majeſty's Page. | 
Duared. A Pimp, Fil warrant him; he's fo very little, 
Wh and dapper, the Rogue looks as if be could infinuate : 
through a K y-hole. ; 
Welcome, — beſt-lov'd Man of the fair World, 
Beaw. Well, Sir, and what's the Service you have in 
order ro command me? ; . 
Dwarf. My Orders are to lead you to repoſe in a rich 
Bed prepared er Reſt and Love. n | 
Dared. | ſaid | it was a Pimp; what a {mooth'd tongu'd 
Beau. A very pretty fort of an Amuſement this: Put 
prithee young Domine, why to Bed? 'tis but now Day, + 
and the Sun newly riſen; for I have not been a-bed all Night, 
my little Monſter; 1 — how the time goes, Child. 
* Such are the Orders of the Power I ſerve. 
you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. 
Dared. Hah ! OY ; 
1 Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the untract | 


„ 8 A Pox upon thee for a little, black, lying, well- | 
infiructed Raſcal; but fince it is the Cuſtom ot the Place, 
dad my laſt Night's Fatigue requires it, Pi] accept of the f 

" .Offer, and with an Hour or two of Sleep to fit 
me for better Exerciſe when I wake again. 
| ( Sits down in a Chair to be undreſs. 
Duavred. Drawn by wing d Horſes through the Air, laid 
he? it this ſhould be true now, what would become of us! 
— ought indeed the Coach whew'd it away a little faſter 
than or 
[While Beaugard is undreſſing, the two Black Women dance. 
Bean, A very notable Eutertainment truly, and your 
kttle 
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p little Black Lady ſhips have tript it moſt featlty —— 

ite ene ein — Bee a 
What, and muſt you take charge of me now!—— wih 
all my Reart. Daredevil fare wel to thee; but that I am 
in hopes of a better, I'd invite thee for a Bedfellow. 
[ Women lead in Beaugard. 


oo wy = 


Dared. Bed fellow y. quotha! would I were a-bed with 
? any Bedfcllow that I was fure had but Fleſh and Bones 
| about him. | | ” *S« 
5 Dwarf. Come, Sir, you are my Charge. 
> | Dared. I hope your little Impſhip will be civil to me: 
; Pray, Sir. what Place is this? 
Dwarf. A Chryſtal Caſtle built by Enchantment in a 
p | Land unknown to any but the Fair One that Commands 
it: The Spirits of the Air keep guard about it, and all 
1 | obey her Charms. 


| | Dared. Oh Lord! and what Religion is the Lady of? 


| Dwarf. That's a Secrer, you'll know more hereafter. 

F Dared. Lead on then: Now inthe lower World, whence 
I come lately, were this but known, 
» | How would the Fate in Ballad be lamen'ed, 


— Of Daredevil the Atheiſt, that's Enchanted. 


— - 1 


— 


-| AQGTT IF. SCHEMES 
| Fe Enter Gratian and Theodoret. 


p | Grat. | HESE are yy Men of Honour now: [ ne- 
I ver knew abluſtering, roaring, fwaſting Spark, 
that, at the bottom, was good 14 any thing. 

Theod. Your faux Braves always put on a ſhew of more 

, _ Caurage than ordinary; as your beggarly hal:-Gentlemen 

| always wear tawdry and finer Cloaihs than their Fortune 
will afford em. 

, 1 But, to lye conceal'd in private in the Houſe with 


 Theod. Dam' her, ſhe's a Proſtitute; has given her ſeli q 
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Gras. Yet, 
too, if it be 
weak Veſſel. 
A Pox o the weakneſs of her Veſſel! Dam her! 


ar. Moſt It was an odd old Fellow, that, 
we met with. Was he certainly Beargard s Father? 

No body can ſwear that, for bis Mother was a 

5 but that merry-conceited old Gen leman has the 
: He has the Title, but whoſe was the Pro- 

dare not determine. 

Grat | hope he'll be as good as his Word with us. 

It will not be amils it it prove ſo. See, here 


Theod. 
he comes too. 
Enter Father and Fourbine. 


Fath. You lie, you Dog; yuu Scanderbeg Varlet, „cu 


He. Do not 1 know that he fate up all Night with a 
Conſort of Whore-maſters and Harlots; and have you 
the Impuderce to tell me he is not at Home? Do not I 
know, you Villain, that, after a Debaucb, he will out. ſnore 
1 Fleetflreet Conſtable and all his Watch, for fix Hours; and 
dare you tell me, he is not at home, you Caterpillar ? 

Foxy, Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, 1 
deal fincerely and honeſtly with you. 

Fath, No more to be ſaid: But, Sirrah, do you take 
Notice in his Behalf, and tell him, be Call pay for this; 
pay for it, do you hear you Mongril ? Fob me off with 


ten ſtinking Guineas, when I had loſt a hundred! Fiends 


and Furies, Fl! not bear it. Good Morrow wy little 
Thunder-bolts! What fay you, tiny brace of Blunder- 
buſſes? can I be ſerviceable? all we about the Buſineſs 
while it is praQticable ? hah? — 

Theod. Have you confider'd of it throughly, Sir ? 

Fa#th. Trouble thy Head do farther; Il do't, my Dar- 


Miſtre ts? 

Fark. So much the better til; III ſwinge her the 
= , for ales int his AficGuuns from his natural Fa- 
Gras. 


Fil warrant you, ſhe has an Excuſe for that 
©; as, Alas! you know, Woman is buta a 


po But will our 


* EE e, ** . ; xy * . * 2 y 


Theed. Have you confider'd, Sir, that ſhe is your Son's | 
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t Grat. But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him too there in her 
a | Defence Sir? Pp 
Fath. Still better, and better, and better ſor that very 
17 reaſon; for I would ſwinge him roo with much father- 
I; Diſcipline, and teach him the Duty which a Son, with 
a great deal of Mony, owes an honeſt old Daddy, that 
I has nore. 
4 Theod. Very picuſl; reſolv'd, this; that's the truth ont. 
Du, Sir, | would have you fatisfy'd into the Bargain, 
that this will be no trifling matter. No Roys Play, old 
* Tilbury 
9 Fath Bovs Play, Sir! Sir, I can fight, Sir: Thongh I 
arm an old Fellow, | have a Fex by my fide here, that 
„will fnarl upon Occaſiop. Boys Play ! I don't underſtand 
2 your Boys Play, Sir | 
| Theod. 1 wou!d not have you take my Plainneſs ill, Sir: 


1 only hinted it, to deal with you according to an old 

. | faſhion of Sincerity which 1 proteſs, Sir. I hope you are 

not offendedi ac it. 

4 Fath. Then, to rectity all Miſtakes, let us fairly have 2 

> I Breakfaſt, hoc Memento. I have a fort of gnawing Cou- 

| rage, that when ut is provok'd, always gives me a S- 
mach to a ſavoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle. I hate to 

| be run through the Gu's, with nothing in em to keep the 

Wiad aut. | 

Grat. Very well propos'd, I think; for we have more 
Friends to meet us at a Tavern hard by here where we 
intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in 2 bonny Bottle ors © 

| two, and then about it as cheertully as we can, 

Fath. Very well ſaid, that: This is a pretty bellow, Pll 
warrant him, Now, if my Rebel be run through the 
Midriff in this buſineſs, I am the next Heir at Law, and 
the two thouſand Pounds a Year is my own, declars, 

Come along my little Spi:-fires. a 

N Now allons. 

Brave trippons, 

= Þ Sans ſcavoir on Nous allons, 

; Six Bumpers in 2 Hand to him that drills che firſt Wh 
Maſter through the ſmall Gurs. | "0A 
Gras. We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. 


„ 


- 
* 
. . 


Fath, 
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zare both my honeſt Boys, m beſt Children; 


— inGpid Wite! By 1 
i 1 have had & 


has 
much of her, — 


Enter Sylvia. | 
Deareſt, pray my Deareſt, don't thus lee | 
kind Kiſs I beg it. | 


_  Sylv. Look kindly on me; ſpcak to wexyv ! | 
Conv. Plague intollerable! | 
Hv. Indeed, my Dear, I love you with ſuch fondnefs! | 
Pray ſpeak. | 
Cour. I cannot. 
Hv. Why? an'c you well? | 
__ . Cour. Oh, there's a ſudden Faintneſs comes o'er my 
Spirits! Ch, I'm very fick! Leave me, it thou lov't me, 
tand _ and give me Air; I die elſe. Ohh!—— 
Pil kiſs thee then to Lite again. 
= Stand off, I fay ; Fil not be thifled ! Murder! Help! 
Murder! Help! | 
Sl. il-natur'd Tyrant! = 
Cour. Good-natur'd Devils! Kiſs, i'th* Devils Name 
Sv. Come near me, Husband. 
Cour. Come not near me, Wife. How I am tortur'd!— 
Lou mult be kind; indeed, my dear, you muſt. 
Ge. Indeed, my dear, by your good Leave, I ſha not 


wo Damnation ' 

** You lor to be rid of me again. 

Cor. That I do moſt mightily; but how to bring it it a- 
bout, if I know, I am a Raſcal! Oh! On! 

What's the matter, Dearee? 4 
e. Oh, I am fick again of the ſudden! Give me the , 
Te: Oh! my Heart beats, and W 


* „ 
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oy? Speak | 
_—_ Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel. [Exit Sylv.] Jewel 
quotha!— what a plague's this: Huſh, is ſhe gone & 
Now for a convenient Balcony to venture the breaking 
of a Neck at—— 
Enter Page. 

Page. Sir, Sir, a Word with yoo. 

Cour. With me, Sweetheart ; thy Buſineſs ? 

Page. A Lady, Sir, that dog'd you hither this Morn- 
ing 

Cour. A Lady 

Page. Yes, a 1 Sir. 

Cour. Hiſt: Get you in, you little Monkey; skip, skulk, 
or you'll ſpoil all elſe.—— klereꝰs the bleſſed Comfort of 
« Wite again now :——Oh, Oh!—— [ Ex. Page, 

Enter Sylvia. 

Sylw. How is c, my: Bleſſing ? here, take this: Heav'a 

guard thee. 


Cour. From thy confounded troubleſume Company, if 


| 1 be poſſible, Lal. 


Sy How is'c, my Dear ee? 

Cour. If I had a little more on't, Dearee. 

Syuv. Vil fee what's left, my Joy. 

Cour. Do, prithee do, my Joy then. Joy in the De- 
vil's Name. [ Ex. Sylv. 
Hiſt, Sirrah Page, come kicher. 

| Enter Page. 

Page. Is your Lady gone, Sir ? 

Cour Ye: : But what News of the other Lady, my 
trulty Mercury? 

Page. She's now below, Sir; and defires to ſee cu. 
 Cowr |: ſhe young? handſome? . 

Page. I can't tell thats, Sir; but ſhe's rare and fine. 

Cour. Arc her Cloachs rich! ? 


Page. Oh Sir, all Gold and Silver; . 
Thinguns 


— 
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as my s Dreſſing- 
date Sprip he, and tell her, I'm impatient: 
wit on her wih a Moment: Tell her — ? 


gone, be gone, you Knave, or you'll be caught 


Ex. Page. © 
| Enter Sy lvia. ü E 4 
. Here's all that's lefr, — Heart. l 
Cour. Tam ſorry tor it, it is very comfortable. [Drinks] 10 
Oh, oh, oh! : 
Sylv. What ails my Life? ; 
Cour. Oh, I have a horrid Tremor upon my Heart! "tis 
the old Palpitation | us'd to be troub!'d with, return'd + 
gain. On, if I were but 

Sylu. Where, Love? 

Cour. Oh! but in a condition to go abroad, there is an 
able Fellow of my Acquaintance, that always us'd to re- 
lieve me in this Extre mit y. 

Syly. Where does he live? Il take a Coach my ſelf, 


and go to him. 
4 Cour. The Devil take me it I know. — Oh! tis a vaſt 
way —— now it kills me again. | 
Sybv. I ſhall not think it fo, when it is my Duty. 
Cour. That's but too kind, my Sweetelt; though, it 1 Y 
had but one Bottle of his Elixir 
Sylv. How is it call'd? | 
Ca. Specimen ita. [ 
Specimen Vite? | 
- Ay, Specimen Vita: tis a damn'd hard Name, but } 
it is very good. | 
Suu. Where is't he lives then? Prichee let me go thi- 
ther, 14 


Corr. Oh tis a horrid way off! Beſides, it would trou- 
| now, in this condition, to be ſo long wichout 
Suu. Prithee let me go. 7 

Cour. Why, tis as far as Grub ſirtet Child, as Grab- | | 


trees? | 


_ Cour, [| 
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„I had rather, indeed. thou ſhouldſt go thy ſelf, 
a Meſſenger, becauſe tue buſineſs will be done 

more carefully. * 

Sylv. How's the Direction then? 

Cour. In Grubſtreet Child, at the Sign of the Sun and 
Phenix, I think it is. there lives a Chymiſt; ark for him, 
and in my Name defire a Bottle of his Specimen Vita. Oh! 

Sylv. Specimen Vite? 

Conr. Ay, Specimen Vite—V'll try in the mean time if I 
can walk about the Room, and divert the terror of my Fits, 

Sylv. Heav'ns bleſs my deareſt Dearee. * 

Cour. Thank you, my only Joy.— Would in the De- 
vil's Name ſhe were gore once, and had her Guts full 
of that Quack's Specimen Vite 

Sylve You'll be caretul of your felf, Child? 

Cour. As caretul as I can, Child. 

Syly, Gud b'w'y Cour tee. 

Cour. B'w'y my Syte. — Ob, oh! Exit Sylvia. 

E iter Page. | 
Is ſhe gone? | Page. Yes, Sir. 
Cour. Where's the Lady? 
Page. Here; juſt eutring up the Back- Stairs. 
Lady appears at the Door. 
Cour. Madam, this Hunuur done your worthleſs Ser- 


—— — — 


Enter Sylvia. 

Hv. Oh, my dear Heart, I had forgot my Wages. 
Pray Comrtee, kiſs me betore I go. | 

Cour. Confound her, come again! Oh, my Love! I 
have made hard ſhite to crawl ro the Door here. 

Sylv. Who's that behind you? 

Car. Nothing but a Pave, come to krow if I wanted 
any thing. A Plague cf her Hawks Eye 

Sylv. Gud b'w'y my deareſt Love. 

Cour. Gud b'w'y my Joy. 

Syly. Nay. give me another. B'u'y Courtee. 

Cour. Bw'y Sylvee.— 80 is ſhe gone again? The 


Devil take me, it thou interrupteſt me and more. 


[ Locks the Door after her. 
| Enter Lavy. | | 
Lady. Is that your Lady, Su? | Corr: 


* 
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y * —— Though} 
the Devil eat me, if ever l ſaw it betore, to the _—Y 
my Knowledge. 

Where is your Lady gone, Sir? 


Conr. To Grub-ſtrees, Jewel, for ſome ſpecimen Vite. | 
Lady. Specimen Vita. Sir! Oh dear, what's that? : 
Cour. Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, . 


I will ſhew thee what Specimen Vita is preſently. 


Lady. You may perhaps, think ſtrange of this Freedom ; 


I take with you, Sir. 


Cour Not in the leaſt, Child; it ſhews thy Ge nero 


n 


firy—l love her now, for u derſtanding her Bulineßz, ö 


and coming cloſe to the matter quickly. 


Lady. Bur, Sir, preſuming on your — _ 


to me, I am come to beg your Advice in a matter of 


Law, which 1 am at pretent involvd in: and it you. 


Cour. To retire a little in private 0h, thou could | 
not have pick d out ſuch another Man for thy purpoſe: 
am, may be, the beſt Lawyer in the World tor Chamber 
practice. And if 1 de not kad cur the Merits of thy | 


Cauſe as ſoon 2. 
Lady. Really, you are fo good-natur'd 


Qu. Grub-ſtreet and Specumen Vite, quotha! He that has 
the Palpitation ot the Heart, and an armful of this won't | 
cure him, let him die upon a Dunghil!, and be bury d in 


a Ditch, | ſay-—This is the rareſt Auventure, 


Excunt Courtine and the Lady. 


The SCENE changes io a Bed-Chamber. 
Enter Beaug rs in, as dreſſing himſelf. 
Beau. Hcigh! Heigbo! By, Imp, where art thou? 


Dwarf. Here: You Pleaſure ? What's your Pleaſure, Sir? | 
Bean 


7 
H 
* 


on 


at 


ky. 4 
** 
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Dean. What is't o Clock, Boy 
Dwarf. Sir, in jour Word, by Compution, I ber 


may be Afternoon. 
Bean. A very pretty little Raſcal, this; Ms 


traordinary way of Proceeding, am treated withal here: 


I have been a- bed, is true, but the Devil a wink of ſound 
Reſt came near my Senſes all the while; but broken 
Slumbers, Dreams, Starts, ind ſprawling from one ſide to 
the other, in hopes the fair Unknown chat keeps this Ca- 
ſtle might have been ſo goad - natur d to have given a 
Stranger a Viſir. This can be no lefs than fome Roman» 
tick deſign of the little Fairy, that threatned ſhe would 


cheat the Widow of me: Now will I. for once, if ſhe 


does attempt me, put on that monſtrous Vertue, call'd 
Self. denial, and be damnably conſtant, — What, Muſick 
again! This is a merry Region, Vil ſay that for it, where 
ever it be. Boy! : 
Dwarf. Did you call, Sir? 

Bean. My Cloths, Monſter; my Veſtments: I hate a 
Diſ-habilee mortally; I long to be rigg*d. that | may be 
fic tor — it Occaſion ſhould preſent it ſelf. 


[Dwarf dreſſes his. 
A SONG: 


J. 
Welcome Mortal to this Place, 
Where ſimil ing Fate did ſend thee: 
Snatch thy happy Minutes, as they paſs ; 
Who knows how few attend thee ! 
Il 
Floods of Foy about thee rowl, 


Dip thy 2 Cn Soul 
With Draughts Coy Pleaſure. 
Feaſt thy — with Love's L 
Eyes B s | 

With = 4. ads fan the Fw, 88 
Then ſtifle it in 5 Arms. 
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Fer, ſince Life's « ſlippery Gueſt. 
Whoſe 


9 * 


. 
Come you that attend on our Goddeſs's Will, 
And ſprinkle the Groumd 
With Per umes are tn, 
Shew him your Duty and ſhew us jour Skill. 


Enter tour black Women, that dance to the ſame 
| Meaſure ef the Song, and ſprinkle Sweets, 
Circle hm with Charms, 
And raiſe in his Heart 
| Such Alarms, | 
As Cupid ne er wrought by the Power of his Dart, 
They dance round him. . 
Fill all his Veins with a tender Deſire, 
And then ſhew a Beauty to ſet em a fre: 1 
Till kind panting Breaſts to his Wound ſhe afp'y, 
Then on thoſe white Pillows of Love let him wie. 
| | {The Dance ends, 


Bean. Faith, and with all my Heart; for I am weary 


of the lingring Diſeaſe, and long to taſte my Mortality moſt 


mightily. Hah? A Barquer too, uſher'd in by a couple 


of Cupids! [Two Cupids rum in 4 Table furniſh'd] Pretty 


innocent Contrivance! Well, here's no tear of ſtarving, r 
that's one Comfort. Now my dear Mubicians, would 

ye be but as good as your word. and ſhew me the Beaury . | 
you have fo prepar'd me for —3Zut then, my Widow! | 1 
my dear, genercus, noble-hearted Widow ! She that loves 
Liberty as I do. She that defies Matrimony as I do too. 
Shall I turn Recreant, and be falle to her? Ah, Daredevil, 
Daredevil ! How 1 want thee to help me out ia this Cale 
of Conſcience a little! | 


Enter Daredevil. | 
Dared. Beaugard, where art thou? 23 
Beans. 
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Bear. Ah dear Damnation? I was juſt now heartily 
wiſhing for thee. | | 

Dwed. Such News! ſuch Ti lings! ſuch a Diſcovery! 

Dean Hah! What's the mat er, Man 8 

Dared. Only fix and fifty Virgins apiece for us, that's 
all; pretty little bluſhing openirg Buds, you Rogue, that 
never had io much as a blaſt of Maſculine Breath upon 
them yet What's here! A Barquet ready? Nay, then 1 
am ſatisty d. Never were Heroes ſo inchanred as we are. 
Jean. But where are the Virgins, Daredevil? the Vu- 
ins! 

Dared There's only one of em, Child; only one; 
but ſuch a one, my Soldier. —— 

Beam. Is there but one then? 

Dared. That's no Matter, Man; I'll he contented till 
thou halt done wich her: I hare a new Conveniency that 
was never practiſed upon; dis like a new Shoe that was 
never worn, wrings aud hurts ones Foo: bately and ſcur- 
vily. I love my eaſe, I, 

Beam. But is the very Lovely? 

Dared. Such a Swinger, you Dog! ſhe'll make thy 
Heart bound like a Tennis Ball, at the fight of her: with 
a Majeſtick ſtately Shape and Motion. 

Beaw Well. 

Dared. A Lovely, Angelical, 

Bear. By Heav'ns. 

Dared. With two Triumphant, Rolling. Murdering 
Eyes, that ſwear at you ev'ry time you lock upon her. 

Beau. Stand off, ſtand off, I ſay; ſhe's mine this Mi- 
nute. But then again, my Widoõẽw- | 

Enter 4 Lady Mast d. 
Hab! —— Mask d too, when the Devil ſhall I ſee a Wo- 


man with her own natural Face again? Madam 


Lady. Be pleas'd, Sir, to repuſe your (elf a little; there 
is 2 {mall Account, Sir, to be adjuſted betwixt you and 1. 
Where are my Servants? Who is it waits there? 

[Several Men Vizarded, and Arm'd afpear at the Doors. 

Beau. What the Devil can be the meaning of this now? 
I am nor to be murdered, I hope, after all this Ceremo- 
ny and Preparation. 

Dared. 
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{ 
Dared. Murder d, in the Devil's Name? Here is great 
fear of being Murder'd, truly. | 
. Come Sir, fit down. 7 
Beau. Madam, Vil obey you. Set 
I doubt not, Sir, — ſince your coming hither, F Ar 
Lou are much ſurpris d, and wonder at your Treatment. Tt 
Dured. So, now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall ſec what I. 
is in ir. 1 
Boas. Madam. has been fo very highly generouꝰ | 
Lady. That you are pre par d with Compliments to pay m 
me for it. | 
But, Sir, ſuch Coyn's adulterate and baſe: P 
I muſt have honeſt Dealing from your Heart. i KM 
Dared. Swear to her, ſwear to her a little, Man; pour þ 
out a Buſhel of Oaths upon her inſtanily : Swear, Wear, 
it thou wilt do any Good upon her. ? AY 
Lach. I know my Rival. C 
Bei. Ay, tis fo, Jud ſo, juſt as I thought; m bs | p 
dow will run 2 damnable hazard of loling * 3 Per 
fon of mine, if | do not take abundance of care in the 5 
buſineſs. Here are Rogues on each Hand, with Bluder- | 
buſſes too. I ſhall be raviſh'd. ( 
,_ She, by her Arts, 
the Fortune to have attempted it, ] 
i — already of your Heart. 1 


Bur know too, Fm a Woman loath Refulsl, | 


— | 


Dua. Swear to her, I tell thee: That ever a Fellow | 
mould loſe all this time for an inſignificant Oath or two! * 
Lady. Or, if my Fortune, 
Which is not deſpicable, prove too weak 
An Argument to tell you ] deſerve you; 
Yet I have this to boaſt, I ne er conceal'd my felt, 
Either for Shame or Ends; but rather choſe 
To run the Riſque of being deny'd your Love, 
Than win it by baſe Artifice and Practices. 
What think you, Sir 
Beam. Hah! 
That. Madam, Pm moſt miſerable, unlef{c mmm 
vu Your Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow. 


| 
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ÞBorcis ſcorns you, as much as you do me: | 
And, till thoù ſueſt upon thy humble Knees 
© To me for Pity, Porci ſhall deſpiſe thee. 


N 3 
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Sean. Midi, I muſt confeſ· . 
Lady. Well: 
Bea. That I love her, and will for ever 
Lady. Death! Do you confeſs it too? 
See you not here your ſelf within my Power, 
And dare you ſtill confeſs you love that Creature? 
Thus far Pve kept my Word, Pve crols'd her Stratagems. 
You are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, ; 
You ought to think me capable of more. 
Dared. If this Fellow would but ſwear a little, all this 
might be rectify d. Madam, to my own knowledge---- 
Beaw. Fool, ſtand off. 
I'm ſenſible that you are the lovelieft Creature 
My Eyes eer gaz'd on; 2 — 
Lady. But what ? | 
Dean. I'm ſure | 
You'd your ſelf fcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 
Could I be faichleſs, could I be unconſtant. | 
Pity me, fair One; yer, me hinks this Hand 
Lady. Should ſend a Dagger to thy ungrateful Heart. 
By Heav'n, I'll never bear it 
Beam. Madam! Dared. Mad am, 
Could you but throw ſome favour on your Servant. 
By all the Fury in a Woman's Heart, 
FIl be reveng d on his. Make ready, Slaves, 
To do your Office Dared. Madam 
Beau. Look you, Madam your Lady ſhip may do you 
pleaſure; you may commad half a dozen of Bullets © 
through my Pericranium, if you have a M nd to have your 
Beauty ſpoke well ot by the Criticks of Holborn that once 
2 Month ſwarm at their Windows to ſpy handſome Face: : 
Upon that conſideration you may murder a poor conſtant 
Monſter if you pleaſe, Midam. 
Lady. Still am I fcorn'd then? 
Beau. Would you kill me barbarouully ? 
Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not fee ſuch a Sight. 
Lady. No, take your Life, and with't this ſatislaction; 


Beaug * Man: What's the matter? 
Conv. Damnation! Jilted, chous'd, betray d — 
| Euter Woman. 


mn A Midwife! Run for a Midwife, = fr fre. 


Womar, — Oh Madam, an Accident, 
Bean. A Midwife ! 
Lady. Heav'ns! a Midwife / 


III thought 1 had been in private here, in this Houle, 
with a civil Perſon of good Reputation. and it proves a 
demand trapanning Strumpet. Juſt in the middle of all 
our good Underſtanding together, ſhe fetcnes a gr 

Shriek, and roars out for a Midwite: The Drab is full 

with Baſtard, and ſwears I am the Father ot it. 

Bean. A very great happineſs, take my Word for't, 
Friend; Children bring a great Honour with them, Comur- 


Age, Man 


the Giti ot Heav'n. | love to ſce Poltericy go for- 
„ and Families encreaſe, with all my heart. 

„ Let me be hang'd and quaiter'd, Gentlemen, if 
ever I ſet eyes cn the Harlot in my Life before. My 
ſweet Wife, with a Pox to her, brought me hither, 
Beau. Why, is thy Wife in London? | 

Cry up to Town; feizd upon me this Morning, and 


ight. 


Bean, | am glad to bear chat, with all my heart. Is 
ſhe 1. che Houle ? | 


Cour No; I was forced to counterfeit Sickneſs, till l 
; | Way 


Cour. Yes, Friend, a Midwife, I am ſweetly manag'd, 


EZFZFT T1 


te: It may grow up to be a Comtor: to thee in thy old | 


— ras wy = esws 


Dared. Oh, your Olive Branches are unſpeakable Blef- | - 


brought me hither, where it ſec ms ſhe lay all the laſt 


9H 
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wa Cen ſick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pretence of 
ing to my Phyſician, in the Devil's Name; that this con- 
— Bulker, with her Guts full of Baſtard, and 1 
might conſole togerher for half an hour; and Fam ſweetly 
fitted with a Concubine, that's the truth owt. 
Bears. This comes of your Whoring, Caurime; if you 
had kept: me Company, and liv'd virtuouſly, none of this 
bad happened to you now. But you muſt be wandring. 
No reaſonable Iniquity will ſerve Hur turn. 
. 1 Eater 4 Lacy | 
Lady. Ha, ha, ha! Well, Fil iwear, Captain Conrtine, 
you are the happieſt Gen leman! Yonder's the fineſt chop- 
k ing Boy tor you. Why, it will be able to carry a Mul- 
» in your Company within this Fortnight. And then, 
. Im fo obliged to you for bringing the Lady to lye in 
' at my Houſe, that it your Wife will do me the honour, 
t 
l 


ll take it for a favour to ſtand tor Godmother with her. 


Cour. And, Madam, to return your Compliment, 1 


| wiſh with all my Heart you were pregnant with a Littre 
of nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon condition that I were 

' bound to be Gedtuther to the vrhole Kennel. — Con- 
ö j found your being witty, with a Plague ro you. [ 


. Lady that's fo civil to you. 


. Enter ſeveral Maids of the Family, one with the Child. 
= 2 Maid. See Fenmy, you's the Man; that, that's the Fa- 


21 Maid, I'll ſwear it is a proper Perſon. 
F © 3 Maid. Oh Sir, Heav'ns ble 
Man! Here is my young Maſter, as like you as if you had 
bore it your ſelt. 
: Maid. What a pretty little Noſe it ha-! 
2 Maid. And juſt ity Father's Eyes tor all the World. 
t Maid. It would never grieve a Body to have a Child 
by ſuch a handſome Gentleman. 
| Cour. Ye Whores! ye Drabs! ye fulſom, ſtinking 
| "Whores! Cluſters of Poxes on ye, and no Hoſpitals piry 
|| Je——Confound ye, leave me. 


— Lada 


Beam. Fye upon it, Conrtine; fye tor ſhame: give ſume- 


es the Nurle, Man; that's but civil 


Ali. 
Dean. That's ſomething coarſe though, Friend, to a * 


is you, you're the happieſt 


Mourns at your Feet, remember then my Fall: 


„ The Aru r. Or, 


Le a Dog with a Bottle, &c. i Sings. 
perfect Yoke-Fellow! thou heavy Ox, | 
t want'ſt a Goad to make thee know thy Strength! 


„ 


longer: Bedlam! Bedlam ! Bedlam 
Courtine ſings, and dances a Figg. 
Sl. No more! III ttay no more to be his Triumph. 


Death, Fiende, and Tormen's! I could dig thoſe Eyes out! 


With your firſt native Freedom; let no Oaths 


Of perjur'd Mankind woe ye to your Ruin. | 


But when a creeping, fawving, weeping Crocodile 
And when for Piry moſt his Tears implore, 


ag. A Ip — Under my Noſe too? 


ty — Co Mu A, id (a 


Like me, your Virtue to your Hear's recal; 


Reſolve to ſcorn, and rever fee him more. [ Exit. 6 


Cone. With all my Heart, thou dear dear Wife and Plague. 
Dean. Methinks a very pitiful Caſe this, Madam. 
Lady. If your Widow were but here, Sir, now, ſhe 
——— oe what the is like to truſt to. 
[ Here the Sham Scene. 


| Enter a Woman and Daedevil, 
- Hom. Oh Madam, Madam! What will become of us all? 
Lady. Become of us, Woman! Prithee, what's the 
Matter? are we in any danger? 
Dared. Only your Brother in-Law, Madam, and his | 


Friend, with abcut a dozen armed Men 0m, Madam ; 


that's al che u, alan. 
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Brother-in-Law, Lady, if your Name 
be Porcia: Su 

Bear. Porcia 

Cour. Yes, Porcia: I could have told you ſhe was For- 
cia before. | 

Por. Tis but too true, Sir; my Name is Porcia. 

Beau. Porcia, my Widow! my dear love'y Widow? 
What an ill-natur'd Trick was this Concealment ! 

Por. Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 
| If nov you think it worth your leaft Regard, 
Protect me; tor I dread my Brother's Fury, i 
Ev'a worſe than Matrimoeny. Here, Sir, I yield my ſeltk 
. Up yours for ever. En 
4 Bear. And hall | claim thee? 

Por. From this Hour, tor ever. 
| Bean. And, by this happy Hour, I'll keep thee mine then. 
| Secure thy ſelf in the next private Cloſet, 
Peace to thy Heart, poor Widow. [Exiz Potcia. 
Give us but Arms! 

Dared. Thoſe Ive provided for you. 
I found our Swords in a certain private Corner that ſhall 

be nameleſs, where 1 was propofing ſome civil Familiari- 
| ties to the Lady Governels of the Family, juſt as the 
Bluſterers entred. 

Beax. Are they in the Houſe, then? 

Dared. Yes, and have bound the Servants too; the hun- 
gry Rogues were all ſurpris d at Dinner; youll hear more 


* 


. 


of them preſently, I'll warrant you. 

Cour. Stand to your Atme, Beaugard; the Egemy's up- 
on us. 

Dared. We have had a Succeſſion of very pretty Adven- 
tures here; firſt we are enchanted, then we are fiddled to 
' fleep, then we are fiddled up again: then here's a Dis- 
3 | Ccovery ofa very tair Lady, follow'd by another cf a 
+ | bouncing brown Baſtard; and when we might have 

* thought all Fortune's Tricks had been over, we are in a 
very fair way at laſt of having our Throats cut. But Vil 
* ſecure one Life, that ſhall be my Care. [Is ſtaaling off. 
. mn Dog, ſtay and fight, or, by Heay'n, III rip your 

out. | 
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Dared, Well then, if I muſt fight 1 muſt: What a Pox, 
* my fide; and that has fav'd 


Boas. Well Gentlemen, what tarther ? What means this 


Violence here? . 
1 that's no Secret, hen you ſee wo 


1 Fath. We come, Sir,to demand 2 Lady, Sir; one Dla 

Beau. How's that, my Father! 

Fath. Father me no Fathers: I am none of thy Father, 
Fellow; but I am theſe Gentlemens Friend here. 

Now, Atheiſt, will 1 murder thee. 

* Oh Lawed! 

Fath. Fact. Fack, Zack! Come hither Jack; 2 wand 
with thee, Fack: Give me a hundred Pieces now, and 
Fl be o'thy fide Fack; and help thee to beat off theſe im- 
pudent Fellows. Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you 
that this is my Son 
Beam Sir, were you nick d to your Shirt, I would not 
: part wirh a fingle Shilling. Sir. | 
. Farh. Though, if he were my Son ten thouſand times, | 
- in ſuch a Cauſe as yours, I'd draw my Sword againſt 


| may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. 
yu for gut, Sir. © 8 85 

h! a Challenge, Beaugard? 

tell thee more hereatter. To ſhewy you I 
be act forvot it, the Lady you thus perſe cute is now un- 
der my Protection, and with my Sword I'll keep her 
ee 4 renale 

We on*c, may of 

and wear mis for © Duddin.” oh 1 
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Theod. Sccure that Paſſage now: — How „ fon thy 
Friend? 

Grat. I'm wounded: Send for a Chirurgeon quickly, 
for I bleed much. 

Theod. Look to your Maſter, Sirrab; and you, Fellow, 


de care ful of this Beaſt bere. 


Dared. Oh, a Parſon! a Parſon! dear Sir, 1 Parſon? 
Some pious gocd Divine, if you have any Charity. 
Enter Father with Porcia. 
Fath. Here, here ſhe is; I hi got her for you; let me | 
alone tor ferreting a Female's Quarter's our, 
Theod. I'd have you, Sir, take care tor your Security: 


There's Miſchief done, Sir. 


Fath. The more Milchief the better; thou ſhak: find me 
no Flincher, Boy : here, here; make ſure of her. 

Por. Iahuman Tyrant? Why am I abus'd thus? Help! 
Murder! Help! 


1 heod. None of your Tricks; no Cries, no Sbrieks for | 4 


Succour. 
By Hell, here's that ſhall ſilence you for ever. 
Thou Woman! thou young, itching, wanton Devil! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luft! Give up thy Virtue, 
Diigrace thy Name, and triumph ev'n in Infamy. | 
On what a tott'ring Point his Honour ſtands, 1 
That truſts the Treaſure in ſuch laviſh Hund:. — 9 


Ac T v. SCENE I 
Enter Lucretia in Man's Cloaths, and Chloris. 1 
Luc. L ROM this gay Minute farewel Love and — 


ing: I have ſhook the lazy, ſtretching, wi wy 
Folly out of my Blood, hy now my wandring Heart 
— 


ATuzrsr: Or, 
Let me fee; I have a hundred and 2 
wild my felf a Man; and now, in out- 


_ ward Appearance, I am a very Fellow; nay, a very pret- 
ty Fellow: For, methinks Foppery, Impertinencs, Self- 


conceit. other maſculine Qualities grow upon me 
firangely.— Oh, Miſchief Miſchief, Miſchief! thou art 


Madam: us, What will your Ladyſhip 
ſelf in this Equip age! 
ip, Huzzy! take notice from this impor- 
t, I am no more your Miſtreſs ; but that im- 
jal Creature, your Maſter: And therefore know tco, 
will have my Fœmin ine Habiliments burne inftanely, 
an Operator ſent for to make me a Beard grow. I will 
Ride, Fence, Vault, and make Fortificatioas in 
: Nay, if the humour hold, Fil go Voluntier in- 
apainſt the Turk. | 


e Spark meet; Dam 
ys I, What Times are there ſtirring? What 
. have you met with, or 

on the Huckle. F Ss 
Well Madam; But what will all this Gibberiſh 


* 
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Wir, Courage, Martial Diſcipline, In: ereſt at Court, Pre- 
tence to Preferment, Free Quarters in my Lod and 
Free Booty in every Cuckoia's Shop, Who tru me 
2p2inſt his palpable Knowledge, that I'm not worth a 
Groat ; and never have the Impudence to hope to be paid. 
Chlo. And muſt your Honour have a Miſtreſs too? 
Luc. Yes Huzzy, and you ſhall be ſerviceable co me im 
the Matter: I'll have a Doxy this very Night, I have fing- 
led her out already; Courtine s Wife, that jealous, ragi 
inſatiable Help-mcer ot the Captain's ſhall be my : 
del Toboſo. She's in Love with me already, thats my 
Comfort: As | paſſed through the Hall juſt 
comin; into the Honſe to pay a Viſtt to the Wi 
cia, (who, by the way, is as wicked as my 
great Counſellor in this noble Project) we : 
muſt know, bow'd very reſpectfully ; ſhe taking 
a Stranger, Curt'ſy'd as low; and viewing me firidtly 
lecr'd ar me, as it that Minute ſhe took Aim at my Heart, 
and deign d me for her Quarry. 
Clo, But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt diſcover you. 
Luc. Thou art a Fool: She never faw me ill 


Gay in be Life-time, then too diſguiſed: So that if 1 de 


not practiſe on her Fraiity, and by that means finds way 
to revenge my ſelf on that Vizard-monger Beaugard, 
I be condemn'd to wear Breeches as long as l live, 
never know more than the preſent uſe I make of them. 
Chlo. Hiſt Madam, ſhe's returning. 
n Enter Sylvia. 
Luc. Hi Now my Cauſe is coming on, und 
have at her. 8 
Sylv. Sweet- heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew me 
the way to the Gardens; I come to pay a Viſit to Madam 


Porcia, and am inform'd ſhe's gone there for the Air — 
A very handſome Youth 


Chlo. Madam, this young Gentleman here is 4 bi- 


ther on the ſame kind Errand with your Ladyſhip, and 


- waits till her Return. 
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Lac. But, Madam, the good 
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Sylv. Indeed, Sir! * 
Tae. Yes indeed, Madam. 
slv. Are you Relation to this | , Sir? 
Luc. Madam, he greateſt Advantage | hope from the 
Family is, henceforth to have oftner the Honour of kiſſing 
your" fair Hands here: It is an Opportunity I ſhuuld make 
no ungentlemanly ute of. 
Su. Opportunity, Sir? 
Lac. Yes, Opportunity, Madam: I am not aſhamed to | 
mention fo honeſt a Friend as Oppertunity, to one that, 
her CD Youre and . 
mortal Foe to Opportunity. 
Sylv. Do you know me. Sir? 
Tae. Why, Madam; do 1 treat you like a Stranger? |} 
Know you ! By this good Hour, there has not been a Day #F 
or Night fince I firſt aw you, that 1 have thought or 
dream'd of any thing elſe. Are not you the Wife of a 
certain ſwaggering Squire about this Town, who calls 
ne ain Courtine? | 
Vee, Sir; e Friend in » Corner 1 have, Sirz | 
what have you to fay to Sir? 1 a »Y 
| handſome Y Touch — * 
L. What, Madam { what 1 have to ſay to you, rather 
than loſe you. I would ſay to him: Which is, that I like 
Ende you, languiſh for 4-——_— with all my 
e Spirit and Fleſh, | . | 
PI. fwear, Sir, I am mightily oblig'd to you, and 
* <4 * , _ 
+ Exe. Mr. Courtine! Take notice, Madam, I receive that | 
Expreſſion as kindly as if you had cail'd him what I win 
Nm: For, pretty one, it my Intelligence be true, he lives | 
wich your Ladyſbip a much like Mr. Courtme, as much | 
like a Gentleman 


Sv. ——— the Moon ſhine? 1 


u Divertilemenc to my . ren ca- 
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Tac. As bright as any thing but your ſel“. 
$ylv. But you'll tell, young Gentle man. 
Lac. Oaly you how I love you. 
Su. Eleven's a late Hour. 
Luc. Not too late. 
Sylu. Indeed ? | 
Lac. Take this, and my Word for it. [ Kiſſes ber. 
Sylv. Fie, how you uſe me, when you mean to for- 


Th Huſh, no more; Company's coming. Eleven. 
Suu. Ten, if you arc kind enough. 
Lac. Well faid, my chaſt Sex, « 


Enter Porcia. 
Por. Oh Couſin, art thou come! Thou art the wel- 
eomeſt Crezrure on the Earth; | have expected thee a- 
molt to deſp:ic tor theſe three Hours, Oh, Sir? your 
Servant. | | 
Luc. I am here, Madam, in Order to your Commande. 
Sylv. Her Commands? | 
Por. Oh, Couſin, the prettieſt be?-1atur'd Youth ! He 
is ſomething related to us a great way off; and by that 
means has the Privilege of viſiting, without Offence to 
my jealous Brather-in-Law, and tyrannical Guardian. 
Have you contriv*d that buſineſs? " "Oy 
Luc. Madam, it is done? 
' $ziv, Bus'nets! What Bus'nef*, Couſin? 
Lord, Coutin, you ſeem concern'd at it. 
Por. Vii tell thee; Seeing my ſelf here confin'd to the 
Rules and Limits of a very Priſon, I am refolv'd to putas - 
good a Face upon the Matter as it will bear, and mas m 


Misfortune as eaſie as I can. Wherefore, for little pre- 
ſent Divertion, I have centriv'd a Letter i ebnen 


"® 
the Conſequence, 4 | 
? Ky 


For. wenty to one but it occaſions ſome new Alm, 
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_ pricious. would fancy a Rat bghind the Hangings for 
| ry Jang It may too, by chance, produce me 
ſome lucky Opportunity once more to make my Eſcape 
out of their mercileſs Power. Nay, they are already half 
diſpos d to run away themſelves; for by my Woman's 
Intereſt in the Chirurgeon, who has Care of the ſwearing 
| = Atheiſtical Fellow, Yeſterday hurt in the Scuffle, and at- | 
4 ter warde convey'd hither, he gives it cu“, that he fears | 
his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, my Lover 
Gratian ſighs, and turns up his Eyes like a goo Brother | 
at Exerciſe. My Brother Theodore: putfr, fwells, grinds | 
his Teeth, and flamps as if he would brain himſelf a | 
gainſt the next Wall; while Beaug | 


poor ard's ne'er-be. 

ood Father has. with pure fear, loſt a red Noſe that has 

his faſt Friend for forty Years; and every time | |] 

he ſees bis Face in a Glaſs, fancies every Wrinkle there ' 

has the ſhape of a Gibbet. | . 

Euter Phillis. 

Phil. Oh, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of | 

us! the moſt unhappy Accident 

Por. Hah! | 

WE Indeed Madam, I could not poſſibly help it: | 
ba loſt ir. | 

Por. Loft it, loſt what? What haſt thou loſt? Would 

thou badft loſt thy ſelf, loſta Leg or an Arm, or any 

thing, rather than have put me in this fright. Speak, | 


what is the mater? 
Phil. Oh, Madam, the Billet; Madam, the Billet. : 
Lac. Sly. How's this? | 
Fer. Whar, the Note I fent to Beawgard? 

Phil. As I hope to ſce you happy, Madam, I put it as 
fait tere between theſe two poor n: ked Breaſts hee, as 
ever it could ſtick, ſo I did; when, juſt as I was poing 
forth, who ſh: uld meet me bur the ol, wicked, ranticg, 
_— roaring Gentleman that li-s hid here for tear ot hanging, 

would be bad been well hang'd a Twelremonth tince; 
end there he fell a towzing, and a mowzing, and a med- 
ling with me; I was never ſo afraid of being raviſh᷑d in 
my Life, gad he knows: So in the ſtruggle, I gueſs the 
Note was loſt truly; though, in my Heart, I maT & - 
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that let thee learn to write. Sceſt thou this! thou irre- 
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* Bus neſs! what gus'neſs? and ill Reputa- 
tion light on thee. Thou haſt and ruin'd me for 


Phil. Why, I have met with the Captain, and told him 
the w ole matter, as well as it he had read it in the Let- 


ter himſelf. He's but too kind a Mau to you, and I roo 
faithful a Servant. ſo I am, to be thus reviled and curſed 
by you, for all this. | 

| Por, What then did he fay ? Fool, Beaſt and Blockhead ; 
te!] me. 

Phil. Why, he ſaid, he'd die a thouſand and a thouſand 
times for you, were it poſſibl*, ſo he did; and that that 
he will not eat, drink or fleep till he has ſet you at iiber- 
ty, ſo he wo' not; and that he will be in the Garden be- 
fore Ten. | | 

Luc. What's in this Caſe to be done, Madam? : 
Por. O deareſt Couſin, retire if you love me; for, 
ſhould the Lords of my Liberty get any notice of this 
Biller, and find a Man here, notwithſtanding your Rela» 


tion, who knows what ill Uſage it may aggravate! —— 


To thy Chamber, dear Lucrece, e er the Storm comes up- 
on us. [ 4ſedes 
Lac. 1 am all Obedience, Sweet Creature, youll re» 


member! [To Sylvia. 


Hlu. It is not poſſible to forget you, ſurely. 

Luc. Bleſſings on you for this Goodneis. 

155 [ Kiſſes her Hand and Exits. 
Enter Theodoret mn a Kage. 

Theod. Double Bar up all the Duorsand Windows: Load 
all the Arms in the Houſe, and be ready for Execution 
inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils that dance in your 
gogling Eyes, Madam, 11! try it you have given ſelf 
over to Hell fo tar, that you can our at a Key hole. 

Per. What means the great He Brute? 0 

Theod. To cut off your lnrelhpence, Lady, and make 
thee. c er | have done, to curſe thy Father and Mo ber 
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Armin, 
pdt ot Setup oo 
taif'd Miniſter of thy lewd Aſſairaa hunting, full 
the Town ee eee 


Kor! By Heav'ns! the of ir makes me loath the 
_ - A — the foul Sins thou haſt ima 
I in it. ET 
EE. ates. & act tid as os 


% 


Why am 1 abus'd thus; why made a Priſoner too, at your 
1 barr d all Liberty and Con- 


Theed. For the ſame Reaſon other too hot-blooded Fe- 
males are; becauſe, if poſſible, I would not have a good | 
Breed fpeii'd. Ks | 

For. What a Load of Dirt is thy Thick-Skull cramd 
witha), if the T were able ro throw it out! 

Theod. Filthy, filthy, fulſome filthy ! What, be a 
- Common, follow the Camp! how fovelily would your 
tair Ladyſhip look, mounted upon a Baggage Cart, pre» 

ing over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage! 

4 It any thing in the World would make me fol. 
low a Camp, it would be a very ſtrong Fancy 1 have, 
that I ſhould never fee you in one, Sir. 

and. Your Ladiſhip has reaſon to defend the Soldi r's 


ꝶ36—— 6} 


in a Camp! he has not Courage enough to 
animate halt a Taylour, nor good Nature enough to make | 
a Spaniel of, nor Senſe enough, if he were that Animal, 
to Jearn to fetch and carry. 
Theod. This will open no Locks, Lady. | 
Poy. But there are Inſtruments to be had, that will 
break Locks, Sir. | 
Theed wil you pleaſe to retire, and conſider fartherof | 
that in your Chamber. . i 
Por. No, Fi not ſtir, Sir. A 
Theod, Nay, by Heav'n, but you ſhall, Madam. 
Sylv. Nay, by Heav n, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. g 
[Father at the Door. 
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| Theod, Do nor drive ru | 
Fach. How ? Violence to & fair Lady? cher not fo 
well, neither. 


Foy. Hark you, Sir; my | | | 
which of the two your © I end in, by your Pro- 
ceeding*, | cannot imagine en 
leaſt folence to-compel me to a cloſer Continement; by 


this injur'd Heart, FII fire the Houſe about your Aſſes 


Ears: Il ſooner burn with you, to be reveng's, than er- 
dure ſuch lnſolence and Torment any longer. 4 
Theod. Very well. 
Fath. Ls 2 brave Girl, a delicate Wench! how my 
Fingers irch to take her "now! I have a Months mind 
to eſpouſe her * make Friends with poor 


acky again. Honeſt Facky! tis the beſt- natur d Boy in 
— Worl', though I was ſuch a Beaſt to tall out with 
him. 


Por. Inhumane, cruel Theodoret! why do you afflict me 
thus? why do you force the Tears from my poor Eyes, 
and wrack a tender Heart that never wrong'd you 


To your Chenin. 
For. To my Grave firſt. 


Theod. Na then 
4 _ Offers to lay hold of he. 


For Stand off! Murder! PER Rheums and Palſies, 
wich. Ge. thy un manly Hands. 

Theod. By Heav's ? 

Por, Tou dare not do't. 
Theod. Hah! 

Sylv. No Sir, you dare not do't, you dare not. 

Theod. Da vaunt Paſs! Contound me, but I ſhall be 
ſcratch'd here preten'ly for my Patience. 

Sv. What an ill-bred Camel tis! 

Fach. Nay, and what's more; you ſhall not do't, you 


, 


9 


ball not, Sir. Hoh! Is this the Iſſue ads 
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! Brute me no Brutes, Friend: Ounds | 


Gn. If ever we ought to do any thing for our Safety, 
let us now prep: 


dead. Lean fear nothing when my Friend's ſo near me. 
. Now Couſin rebel, and force your Freedom nobly. 

Fath. Facky, | hope, Facky at the Head of Mirmidons, 
and declaring for his Property. Look you, Gentlemen ; 
I muſt confeſs, I have Remorſe of Conſcience. and am 
ible I have been a Rebel: Wherefore, if my Liege Son 
and Heir have recruited his Power, and be once more up 
in Arme, Loyalty and N:tural Affection, Friends, will 
work; I muſt pronounce for Prince Facky; and bere | te- 
le to defend his Territories. [ Dr aws à broad Sword. 
Prince 


| Murder, Sir, it will be your beſt way to cloſe 
with him; for, in ſhort, the Atheiſt Daredevil, your An- 


dead, Sir. | 

much the better, Porcia, let us run up to the 

| cry out Murder to the Streets this Moment. 
ach. Then I find, that I am but a fhort-liv'd Sinner; 
farewel for ever Old Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg and Sugar; 
Seven and Eleven, Sink-Tray, and the Doublets! Never 
ing againſt one's natural born Chil» 
gd one of theſe Sun-ſhiny Mornings, 
out in the Afternoon to a lamentable 


careful Son, and prodigal Fa- 


re, and look about us: I have made hard 1 


1 


gain, Sir; tho? the Doctors ſay, ſuch an ther Fit will cer» 


wy 
| Fach. In troth, and that's a 22 


SOLDIERS FokfuUNE. oy 
Gra. Or, at leaff, cannot furvive half an Hour; er- 
fore it is my Opinion that we inſtantiy quit the H 


and provide alf for our Safety. 


 Theod. Con fuſion Devils! 

Por. Nay, Sir, ſtand taſt! dare but to open a Door, Sir: 
by Heav'n, that Moment I'll alarm the Town: You ſhall 
not think to eſcape, reeking with a pcor Man's Blood, 
ſhed in defence of me. | 

Theed. Lady, no fooling, 

For. No Sir, no feoling: but now, Sir, go you to yeur 
Chamber, Sir. to your Chamber; to your Prayer-Book 
and Repentance; Faſting and Humiliation will be good 


for you: To your Chamber, Sir; as you tender your Neck, 
Sip 


Theod. Damnation! unhand me! 

Por. I'll d;e Cer I'll unhold you. Think you fo bar- 
barouſly to leave me here in the Houſe with a dead 
Wretch, and have the Puniſhment of his horrid Murder 
light on my innocent Head? 

Theod. What do you reſolve to do, Sir? | . 

Fath. Do, Sir What can | re ſolve to do, Sir? I have no 
means to hope to eſcape, Sir: for, in the firſt place, I 
have no Mony: and a Man that kills another without 
Mony in his Pockets, is in a very hopeful Condition. In 
the next place, for a Diſguiſe, I have no Cloaths but theſe 
you ſee on my Back; with this Tripe Buff Belt here, 
which there is not a Conſtable in the whole City but 
knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look 


| you, Gentlemen, I have civilly kil'd a Man for your Ser- 


vice; if you will reſolve, fairly and ſquarely, to hang like 
Friends together, ſo: It nor, I mutiny; and the word is, 
Diſcover the Plot, the old Boy muſt impeach. 

Emer Roſard. . 


y 


Grat. Well, Roſard, what's the News now? 
Roſ. The Gentleman, Heav'n be thank d. is reviv'd 2. 


taioly carry him off. The poor Creature is very weak, 
tent. 


4 * 
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no Mutiny upon 
there's Mony for you: In the nem 
change of Raym ent, here is the Key 
at the lower end of the Gallery :- 
ul find the Door to it: Equip your felf, and 

your Security, as your beſt Diſcretion ſhall di- 


Look you, Friend, the ſooner the better; for, to 
you the truth, elſe I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter 
it at Turn Croſs; with a whining, ſniveling Account 
breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company, Where- 


I will 


tf 
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portunity to you, of ſhewing your politer Rhetorick, 
d fave a Member of the econ 
no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man Mony. 

Por. And now my Tyrant Brother, I he pe we ſtand on 
even Terms. | | 

Theod. No, Lady, not yet: There's Life return'd, and 
therefore hopes ſtill; though, at preſent. in ſome meaſure 


2D 


to comply with you, and eaſe your Apprehenfions, with | 


min the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your 
Liberty. but no farther this Night: And, for your ampler 
Satisfaction, if I have any Midnight Alarms from your 
Correſpondent abroad, there's Entertainment ready for 
hint, which he may not be very fond of; fo Good Night, it 
is almoſt Ten. Who waits? What hoa, be ready there. 
Come Gratian, III ſee you to your Repole, and then to 
my Poſt ot Guard. Ex. Theod. and Grat. 
For. Ten! That was the Hour, Phyllis, Beaugard men» 
tioned? was it not? 
Phil. It was, Madam, 


not being good at making Speeches, I will leave the 


25 — 
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Nr. Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that | 


ſmile on fa:thtul Love; wait, like kind Angels, on him; 


eſtabliſh Corqueſt in his able Eland, and Kindneſs in his 


—.— 


Heart, Ob, Mi:? 


OLDTERS FORTONE. | 


ou are Couſin! 
—_— It 5 
5 A n tural Right. Do not our Fathers Bec- 
> Rebellion againſt their 
4 
| 


[ 4 Abi wi 

. The Sign! Hark, 2 heard you 
nothing? gain. 

is there again; he's true, and I am happy. Mu, kt 
| us retire cur felves; you know your Apartment, for 
— wilh deferdan fomps and Action worthy 

| — 22 Thy Husband too may chance to 
| hove his ſhare in the bur'neGs and, as I have order d Mat- 


ters, meet ſomething in the Adventure, to mortifie his 
roving Humour, and reconcile him to his Duty and Alle- 
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| giance —Hark! [Whiſtle again. 
' There, r 
dender. This ſhall, in after Story, be call'd, Captain 
| Beaugard's beſieu ing ot the Widow. | 
Whic':, as 'tis laid ſure, with Succeſs muſt end, 

Since Juliice does his Enterprize attend | 
Without, and powerful Love within's his Friend. 


—_—  F*Y 


S C EN E changed to Fields on the Back-fids of 
4 Garden. 


Enter Beaugard, with 4 Party. 

Bean. Hold, and faſt; I have juſt now receiv'd Intel. 
ligence over the Garden-Wal!, that our Delign has taken 
air, and there will be no cate Entrance. 

1 Man. Ah Captain; the time has been, when, under 
your Command, we fhould have had ro need of a Cour= 

; cil ot War for the attacking ſuch a Fortification as this is 8 
» |þ Beaw. Peace Plunder, Peacr, you Ropue; no Moroding © 
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= now; we'll burn, rob, demoliſh ard murder another 
une together: This is a Bus neſs muſt be done with de- 
1 — the Back- 
| 2 Man. Some Company coming, Sir from 
* | Street- Ward. | Bean, 


OO 
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be ATHersr: Of 3 
Bean. Hold then, fande: Do you. with your flyi 
Party hover at a diſtance about the Fields; while l. wi 


Theod. This way the Noiſe was: Be fure k-ep ſafe the 
Garden Gate, and fullow me caretully. [Exit Theod. 


Gua. So, here | am; and now for mv Inflructiong 
Let me ſer. Nn the Billet.] Pray come diſguiſed that if 
the Deſign ſhow'd miſcarry your Retreat may be the eaſier, | 
Tour wnknown bluſhmg Servant Humph! Bluſhing Ser. 
_ want! Paſſingly modeft III warrant you! Pray come d 
gb! So I am or the Devil's in“; for I look more like | 
a Cut-throat, than any thing elſe» Let me fee; Upon 1 
this very Spot, the laſt time | was here, did I meet my 
damn'd Wite: Avert the Omen, ſweet Heay'n, I beſeech 
thee. And now, as I am conſidering, where can my 
Friend Beaugard be at preſent too? With a Whore. There's 
that Queſtion anſwer d. Wherefore, would but my un- 
known bluſhing Servant appes, or give me a kind Sign; 
would but my lictle Partridge call, methinks I could ſo 
ſhuckle, and run, and Bill, and clap my Wings abour her. 
Hah! Turns about. 

Enter Theodoret. 

Theod. Stand: Who goes there ? 
Cour. What's the matter now? 

1 Ser. Stand, Sir: What are you, Sir? 

Cour. What am |, Sir! A Man, Sir. 

Ih a A Man, Sir, we ſee you are: But what Man are 
you, Friend? | 
» Cour. A Gentleman, Fri nd; and you had beſt uſe me 
6 y Heav'n, Theodore ? and if I am but diſcover'd! 
ITbeod. Hands off, unlooſe bim. You are not him we 
look tor. Sir. | | 

Our. I am glad of that with all my Heart, 

Dead. And therefore I ask your Pardon. But, if you 
are a Gentleman, you will aſſiſt one in me, that h. ve been 
injured. I have reaſon to believe. my Houle is now be- 
| ft by Villains, who have baſe defigs upon the Henone 
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— 2 Sword dee 
1 to do 4 bY 
* —— it for no other end; and you ſhall 
command it.— Ay, tis ſo; Beangard upon new Exploits 
for the Recovery of his Widow. Nothing but Kaght- 

Errantry fticring this Moon. 

Theod Pleaſe you then, Sir, to ſtay 
yant*, while I walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and tr 
what | can diſcover. =_ ; 


Cour. You may truſt me, Sir. Now will I be my 


ſelt a true Renegado; take Entertainment in Chriſtian Ser- 


vice, to betray em to my Brother Twk, upon the fiſt 


opportunity. And ſc, my bluſhing Unknown, you may 


cen (tay your Stomach with your Sheets for this Night. 


Re enter Theodoret. 
Theod. They are here, ſtand faſt; be reſolute, and be 
Ex ter Lucretia. 


Luc. Now, for 2 convenient Opportunity to 80 
Miſchief: Beaugard, I find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſs 


inual ro Appointment in the Garden, Now, could 1 


ut order the Affair fo, as to ſlur Beangard upon her, in- 
Read of my ſelt; and her upon him, initead of Percia, my 
Conſcience would be ſatisfied; and he, Mr. Courtine, my 
Rival Widow, ard the Wife, ſerv'd all in their kind. 
Theod, Hold, Sir; What are you? [To Beau. at the Entrance. 
Cour. Ay; Now, now. 
Bears, No, matter, Sir; this is not a time of Night to 


_ anſwer Queſtions. 


a 
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Theod, Nay, then. - 

Beau. Nay, now Sir; and when elſe you think fitting, 
Sir: I am the Man youu look for; and you are him I wiſhg 
to meet here, 

Our. Now how the Devil I hall do to tilt Booty; klang 


me like a Dog it I can imagine. 


Beau. Come on there. 
Therd, Y u paſs upon your Death, 
Bear. I have learnt to ſcorn Death more ſince firſt you 
_ _ threatned i-; 

I fre your Numbers too, and come prepar'd; 


Porcia's 
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bere with my Ser- 


r 


Ie Arnis r: Or, 
my Claim, and here 1! win or loſe her. Foy. 
thy due; and dye like a midnigf 


my Sword, and here's your humble Ser-. 


a 
ttou 


pu & Far 


wil, refolve not to fight a ſtroke | 


Sir, your Friend, bad you been wiſe 


know bereaſter; but falling into the hands of 


given me leave. But you, when you ſh 
head of your Friends, took a particular 


Di Beaugard. 
Bears. Take this, and rally my ER Gives 


found it, I came hicher diſguis d, for a Reaſon ' 


„Was forced to take Party againſt you, for fear 
for you: Yet r 


Cour. Ay, with all my Heart, and glad to be rid of it 
— my glad tc 
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* | defign in Embrio now; though | fancy when we have 

of her, we ſhall never make of this Widow what ſhe 

re | 

er | 

22 

& | 

| | 


| off from this place; I tear the Man | had to deal withal 4 
, | is fallen, for I left him ſtagg'ring. Security were belt 4 
ke | ay” > y be your Sanctuary, and Fll die ] 

y your Sanctuary, Z 
with you but Fil protect you. 


1 gad 
and i 


prepare an 
Jean. It I had 


Garden on the other fide 


is opened, and you may enter, Sir. My poor Lady is dy- 
with deſpair, that ſhe ſhall never ſee you more: 
now | 
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| theſe Terrbories 7 It muſt be ſo. Captain Courtine is jul 
Friend to Love, quick 


_ 
the 


as it the Devil himſelf were abroad a ſolacing amoagity | 
Company of Northern Witches to Night: It Courtims be 
but enter d with my Mirmidons, the Widow's intallibly al 


gone in before Sweet - heart, therefore if thou art a trap 
y conduct me. 

you. Sir, into the Door, where you 
ſelf in one of the Arbours till I go t 
„und bring you farther Intelligence. 
Corr. "And it my Adventure happen really o be at the 


Tacr. I'll hew 


SCENE the Garden. 


Beau. So, fo, thus far I am undiſcovered; it is as dark 1 


my own. Hiſt! Who comes here? 
Euter Lucretia. 
Beaw. Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 
Tur. Friend! Is not your Name — 
Dean. My Name, what! what can this mean? [A. 
Lacy, Ceme, come, I know you: Lou need 
not diſtruſt . 
Porcia 


ur ſelf, my delign is to do you Service; | 
knows you are here, and expects you wich 
Arms open; follow me. 2 
Beaw, Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the charm of } 
— Name 1 muſt tollow thee, though thou lead me to 
dir ioc. 


| Enter Courtine. | 

n. Hold, let me ſce; Ay, there I think is an Arbour We 
where I will creep in, and lye as cloſe, as a Coward in 

the Hould at a Sea-fight. | fy 1 

IM Enter Theodoret. 1 

Thead. Hereabouts it was | left im, it is wonder fully 

dark! Friend! Friend? Where are you? 


Cour, 


| —— Fon ronx. 33 
By Heav'n, : ? 

riend, Friend, 125 where are you? 

A. but the Devil a word you get out ot LS 

Why, Sir Friend, do not you hear me? — 


I am ſure this muſt be the Arbour; I'll run and 


Cour. That may not be ſo wel nei her, my Afairs will 
„ | not agree with the Light, as I rake it. | [ Ade. 
Theod May be he's fallen aſleep; let me ſee. Gropes in- 
| ts the Arbour ee him.) 'Tis even fo: What hos, 
| [ Courtine ſaares. 
Friend, Friend, awake, your Chamber 's ready, and | ſtay 
| for 

Wi Gur. Who's there? W * 

"| [ Aloud, as if frighted ſuddenly. 
be | Theod. Huſh, make no noiſe; bar come away. ® 
all } Cour. Is ic you, Sir?—He miſtakes me tor Beaugard, 


ROT The fone I wait upon you, follow me. 
Cour, It he diſcover me, all again is ruin d; but Dark- 


a —— — 


3 SCE NE, Daredevil's Chamber. 
ce; vis only one ſmall Lamp burning, and Daredevil on the Bed. 
ith | Dared. Oh! oh! ob! my Wounds and my Sins! Con- 
ſcience, Conſcience, Conſcience, how ſhall I quiet thee ! 
[ Beaugard's Father at the Door, 
Bl. This cowardly Chicken-bearted Raſcal will die, 
2 How do jon de, Sir? How do you 
> 
| Deed. Oh very ill, Heav'a knows! within few hours 
Grave, and, without great Mercy, of a deeper place: 
Mo ever you are, if you have any Charity, procure me 
— 
ly Iniquity to. 
* This puling, whining, repining Rogue, within 
& two Gays was bu: Ong . 


| "Tir r. On | 
c wat 
gy ry It would be a great Favour, and a Comfort to 
me. Sir. 

Fath, VI try what 1 can do for you, fince 1 ſee your 
condirion ſo dangerous; a Pox o your Queaſie Conſcience, 
There is no ſafety for me in ſtaying here, —— 


the Houſe being certainly beſet for the 
| body: For looking out at the Wardrobe EN 
was drefling my ſelt, I obſery'd fix or ſeven arm'd Rogues, 
with hangmanly Faces, fn * ſeuking about the 
Garden, that's another thing; will haſten and | 
finiſh my Diſguiſe, and it there come amMAlarum, take the | 
faireſt opportunity to get off in it; and thar for me will 
be the beſt thing. Exit Father. 
- Conv. To what an infignificant purpoſe have I taken il 
this pains to Night? here have l been put into a Room with 
a Bed in it, with, Pray, Sir, will you be pleaſed to take 
your ref, inthe ne Name, when my defign has not been 

Reſt, but my Recreation: I fancy I bead a 

Bad fan complaining Voice this way too, and muſtat 
—— my ſelf in a very good-natur'd Humour, | 
very much inclined to ſuecour any diſtreſſed Damſel that 
- wants a Companion to pals away a tedious Night withal. 
_ - Dared Oh! ob! Would but this dear Man come now! 
. Conv. Hah! hark! That muſt certainly be me ſhe means; 

may, [am fure ont: Fil on a little farther. 
| Dared Oh bh! 

Cour. Where art thou, thou poor Creature? lem come 
to comfort thee. 

_ I wiſh you had come a little ſooner, I am ver 


_ Cour. Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's ſick with paſſionate E 
: This muſt be my bluſhing, unknown Servan » 
at the le: ſt. 


Dared. Whereabouts are you? Give me your hand I 
ther, will you? f 

Cour. lere. hav & is and wy Her co. eg 
em both: — ER: 
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"Rule of Proportion Fil warrant her a Swinger: ——3ur 
matter, tis in the dark. [ 


Cour. Breaking, dear Soul! No, no, never fear it; I'll 


give thee a Recipe to keep it whole. | warrant thee. This 


in the moſt Romantick Adventure. Fall: to undreſſing himſelf. 
Porcia and Phillis as the door. 


Per. Has then Beangard gotten entrance art thou ſure? | 


Cour. Hah ! | 
Phil. Madam, fo ſure, that his Valet Fourbine is here in 
the Houſe, and told me fo bimfclf, | 


the Devil's name. What do they fay now? 


[Creeps under the Bed. 
Por, Ne, no, my Conſcience will nat bear ir, I muſt 


11 What hoa there, Murder, Mur- 


| „Murder! 
Cour. Oh Lord, here's a comfortable Condition that 1 
am got into. 


1 ſay there is certainly no 


Thal. Only a thin skin Wound on the outſide of his 


Belly; but that the Force of Fear in the Cowardly-heart- 
ed Fellow, will let him think ot norhing but a Grave and 
Por. The preſent Advantage of it then muſt be improy'd: 


* wherefore, 1 fay, the ſtinging of my Conſcience will not 


let me reſt, I dare not conceal this Murder. Murder, Mur- 
der, Murder! Cry Murter you Witch, and alarm the Houſe, 
Phil. Here is ſomebody coming already, Madam. 


- 


Por, Stand ſtill and Cblerve then. 


Enter 


* . . = | 
=) Gon Nb time cher Toke cxor tor cas, and till a better 
conveniency offer it ſelf, here's my Burrough, Murder in 
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el the Proteſtant Board. How fareth cur Brother ? 


Enter Beaugard. 


l think it was this way, but no matter, for Tam | 


fure I reign Lord Paramount of this Caſtle now : The an- 
* Brother is gone to Bed, and all his warlike 

\ he lies as faſt, and ſnores and gapes fo 
wide, one might ſteal the Widow out of bis Mouth if 


the werethere: Now could I but find the way to her Lady- 


ſhip's Chamber, while Plunder is, according to Orders, wich 
his Crew binding the drowzy Rogues of the Family in 
their Beds! What an opportunity would that be! For there 
is but one way of making a ſlippery Widow ſure to you. | 

Por. No matter, happen how it will, I ſay again it is * 
a crying Sin, it is an Abominatior, tis a — Ah | 

[Seeing Beau. diſguis d, is frighted and runs out. 
Dean. Hah! What do Ghoſts walk here at this time o 
Night, and in Petticoats too; Nay, then have at you, Ye 
airy Forms. 


| [Going ant, is met by his Father, diſguis'd like a Phanatick 
Preacher | | 


Fach. Yes, verily, and indeed it is an Abomination, a 
ing Shame, and a lewd Abomination. | 
Beas. Hell and the Devil! My Spirit in Petticoats that 
A Abomination in Ela, converted to the fleſhly fi- 
militade of a Holy Brother, that Cants it in Gamut—— 
Hob! Speak, what art thou? | 
Fath, A Minifter of Peace to wounded Conſciences, I 
come here by appointment with an Olive Branch in my 
mouth, to viſit a mortal Ark toſs'd and floating in floods 


* of its own Tears, for its own Frailties. 


Bear, And are you really, Sir, a Man? Really the Goc- 
ly Implement you appear to be, for the ſcowring of foul ' 
Canſciences ? | 


Dared. Ha! ha! ha! Godly Implement! it has almeſt 
made me laugh; that's a merry Gentleman, Pll warrant 
bim Oh hb! ä 

Faih. 1 am, Friend, I tell thee, an Inſtructer of the | 
Choſen: Thou favcur't of the old Man, fland off, and 
do not pollute me with too near communication: I come | 
to convert a Sinner to the Truth; it was I that convert - 
ed as forme ſay no body; and expounded the groans | 
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Dared. Alas, Sir, very weak; upon the point of Dif | 
ſolution, and tormented with the ſtings of a terrify'd Con- 
ſcience. 
Fah Lay then one Hand upon thy Heart. 
 Dared. I do ſo. 
Fath. Lend me the other; that in the pouring forth 
| thy Sins, thy right hand may not know what thy leſt 
hand doth. | 
Beau. A very material Point that is truly. 
Fath. Thou haſt lived in Wickedneſs long. 
Dared. From Sixteen to Eight and Forty, without the 
. leaſt Repentance or a Taought of i-. 
| Fath. A very dangerous ſtate; but for thy darling Sins, 
Imprimis, hat? 
Dared. Drunkenneſs. | 
Fath. A very pernicious Fn, and of the Devil's o vn 
| inſti-ution; tor it {ets our Souls a fire: Nay, it ſets our 


Noſes o'fire, and ſets Houſes o fice. Drunkennei: 
Did you ever burn any H uſ:s? | 
Dared, Never but three, and they Houſes of Pollution 
too: Bawdy-H utes, Sir. | 
>: + Fath. So much the worſe: For if Bawdy-houſes be 
: | burnt, what civil Family in this City ſlreps fate? I never 
burnt a Bawdy-houle in my Lie, that's my comtort. Lem. 
| Dared. Whoredom, Adultery! 
1 Fath, For Adultery, I mean corruptiag of other Mens 
Wives, let me tell you it is a crying Sin, and a very 
loud ons too; but do you rep» nt ? 
| Dared From the bottom of my Heart. | 
| Beau. So, Heav'a be thanked, there's no harm in plain 
Whoredom. 
[ Faith, No more to be faid then; be comforted, and II 
| abſolye thee But with whom was this Wickeine(s com- 
mitted laſt? . 
Dared With my Boſom Friend's Wife, and one that 
deſery'd much better ot me. 
Beau. And that was very friendly done of thee truly. 
Fauth. Impudent Rogue! But was ſhe very young? | 
Bean. Ay, now the feeling, circumſtantial Queſtions 


are (tirting, 
: To. II. R Par: 


9 


enn 


. 
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© Dared. | About Eghtecn; and not yet wedded a full 


Year. 
Fab. Voluptuous Dog! But handſom too? Was ſhe very 
hardfom ? 
Dared. Too beautiful, to have had fo little Virtue, 
Fath. Her Name, her Name! Tell mc her Name. 
Quickly, I fay unto thee, let me know her Name. 
Bean, Well faid, well {aid there, old Fornication: ! 
Dared, That I have promiſed ſhall ier cover be à Secrer, 


Fath. Then thou art damn'd, and I do not ablulye thee. 
I muſt know this precious young Harlor. [ Aſide. 
Once more I fay her Name! | 

Dared. But | have ſworn, Sir; you'd not have me be 
for ſworn? 

Fath. A mortal Sin in it ſelf; Swearing is another Sin. 
Farewel, I'll bave no more to do with thce: Thy Sins 
ere of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon thee, a dam. d 
Ropue not to tell me her Name. 

Dared. Oh! oh! dear Sir, come back again, and leave 
me not in this deſperate, deſpornding, fad cond. tion. 
| Exit Father. 
If he has any mercy in this Caſe but vpon bis own con- 
ditions, he's no Father ot mine I'm ſurc on. [ Aſede, | 

Enter Lucretia. | 

Lucy. Ob, Sir, I am glad | have met with you; a word 
with you in private; turn, turn this way into the next 
Room quickly; Porcia, Porcia, your Widow Porcia, Sir. 

Bean. Hah! ipeak, where is ſhe, thou pretty, tmiling 
Mercury! | | 

Lucr. | am to bring her to you this moment: No more 
words, but in Sir, in, if you'll be bappy. 

Cour. Porcia, Porcia, ſaid he? Then 1 am ſure it. muſt 
be Beaugard; a pretty Pimp that I'll warrant him. [ Aſide. 

Bean. And ſhall J truſt thee? 

Lucr, Why fheuld I deceive you? | 

Beam. Be fure thou doſt not, as thou loveſt the welfare 
of this ſoft, tender Ou: ſide; adieu for a minute. Exit. 

Lucr. That minute gives her to your Poſſeſſion, Su— 
Bi, adam, Hiſt? The Coaſt is now clear. 

Sv. Where are you, Ill- nature? | Lacr. 
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Lucr. Here, tortur'd with my Longings: Where are 
ou? come, come. 
Sylv. Why do you make me do this? | 
Lucr. Is that a Queſtion now? Turn, turn into the dark 
Chamber: Vit but {-cure this Door, and then the Night's 
our own. | i 
Sylv. Don't ſtay too long. | | 
Cour. How atraid ſhe is, leſt he ſhould come again ton 
ſon! de. 
Lucy Be ſatisfy'd. Ill fly—that is from you as tatt as 
I can, for | hope I have fitted you, [ Exit Sylvia. 
Our. Nay, taih, it this be the Cuſtom ol the Houſe, 
Pll lurk here no longer: The Devil again! 
| Re enter Father. 
Fah Trouble me no more. | ſfiy T will not be per. 
fwaded, | w.!! know the ul eſſes Name, that I may 
admo:iſh i'r; tor it has brer of mcient Practice in theie 
our pious Otiocs to mike our Converts confeis, nat only 
al! they now, bu ab that we have 2 mind to knows 
Dared. Not Sir, I hope, it it be improper. | 
Fach. No matter for that, proper or improper, right 
or wrong, true or taile, if i: be tor our ule, u nu 
conteſſed. Terctore | fa, and ſay again, I do ut bias 
thee, chu ir in the [tate of Perdition ſtill; tell me ber 
Name, r rn Drunkengſe, and burning of Hues; 
Thy Whoredotns and Adulteries; Blaſphemy, and Pro- 
taneſs, thy S ing, and Foriweartng; Thy rubhbing 
out Milk- ces, and lanib-Hlacki g ot Stzns in Covents" 
Garden; % vierking of W dos killing Conitables 
ad Wa chmen, Beds Tavl urs, Hackuey-Coachmen 
and Link-boys, for al the, 


| Mayes of /qneakng from cath ſide o the Stage, one from 
Jylvia. 


Har there the icreaming Fiends are a! tny door alreadv. 
Ela k. 5 [ Scream again. 

Cour, Ny, Mela, if you ſqrenk, and thi k to u ·%m 
the toulc, it Id. nat behave my telt! Ke a true Friend 
to Love, | am miſtiken, and fo here I am potted, and 
thus W I Mn rain the Paſs, | 


[Goes 10 the door where Beau. and bis Mae are, and draws 
bis Sword to defend it. 


E 2 LUCK + 
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Lucr. [ At the Door.) Well ſaid, my civil, dear and friend- 
Cuckotd 


Enter Theodoret and Porcia crying. 

Theod. Come forth thou S rumpet. 

Por. Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill me: here 
on my Knce.— | 

Cour. How's this? Porcia taken here, and my Friend 
h te in privace with Porcia too! 

Theod. By Heav'n thou dy'ft this moment. 
 Conr. By Hell though but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 

E:ter Sylvia and Beaugard urſuing her. 

Beau. Nay, Madam, then! how's this ? My Widow ſplit 
in twain! My Porcia there, and Porcia here too? Con- 
ound we, Courtines Wite! | bave done finely. 

Thad. You'll juſtiſie this uſage ? 


Bear, By Heaven unhand her, or- -Nay, look Sir well, 
you] know me. [Throws off his Diſguiſe. 

Por, My tai:htul Soldier! 8 
| Dean My victorious Widow! [She runs into his Arms. 

Theod. Call up my Scrvants there, raiſe all the Houſhold. 

Bear. I'. I dot Sir— | 
[Gives the Sign, Plunder and his Party atpear, 
See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, it you 
have any Service to command them. 

Theod. And I will find em Service that hall warm em. 

. | [ Exit. 

Cour. Now, I fancy, by this Lady's concealing ber 


M, ſhe may be a diſcovery worth the making. Madam, 


you ſee here my Friend is unconſtant, but truly nothing 
eould ever wean him from this Widow here — Sylxia! 
My Wite! my rigid virtuous Wile! my damn'd, contound- 
ed, Jealous Wife! | 

Blau. Now here are very hopc'ul matters towards. 

Cour, It was very courtcouſly done of me, Beaugard. 
was i: not, to keep the door tor you, with my own Wite, 
Sir? | 

Bean. Ny, let us not quarrel, Ned: Lil give thee a 
friendly acccunt of chis matter to morrow between our 
N in tlie mean time be (ati:f; d, I have not wrone d 
th. e. | | : Por, 


Corr. You fee, Sir, | am reiponC{ble. [ Shews him Beau, 


. 
\ — — — 
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por Will you ne ver leave this Foraging into other Folks 
Quarters, Captain? 
Dean. | am afraid. Widow of mine, you had a Finger 
in the Plot, though 

Sylv. Indeed, my Deareſt ——- _ 

Cour. Your humble S:rvant, my Deareſt! I am only 
glid of this tair opportunity, to be rid of you, my Deareſt : 
hence forth my Dearc?, I ſhall drink my Drink, my Dear - 
e', | (all Whore my Deareſt; and ſo long as I can Pimp 
to han ſomly for you, my Deare?, I hope it ever we re- 
turn iarothe Conntry, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault nowand 
then wiih ihe Nury- Wench, or Chamaber- Maid, my Deareſt. 
e | always was a Burden to your fight, and you 


mal be this time ess d on'r, [ Ex, 

Cir, With all my Heuwut! Heav'n grant it would Liſt 
for ever. | | 
Euter Theodboret. 


| Theed My Doors lockt up! my Servants gacg d and 
[ bound | im betray d, undone, and I Il not live to bear ie. 
Beau, Nay, 1-1, Sir, none of that neither ; This De» 
fign wies not laid tor a Treg dy. 
Theod. How do you intend to deal with me? | 
| Beau. Lke 2 Gentleman, Sir, though you bardly de- 
| ſerve it ot me: In ſhort, this Lady is in my Charge now, 
| ard you in my Power; ard ty her Authority, this bein 
ter own Houle, I have made thus bold with it; and wi 
take care to dipoſe her hereafter out cf the reach of your 
| mercileſs Tyranny; nay, if this revererd Perſon will as 
us the friendly Office, though l hare often renounc'd it, 
am ready to do it one way this moment. Daredeuil, wile 
thou lend me thy Chaplain? 
Dared. Heh ! | 
Por, Riſe, Sir ! Won't you riſe? If your old Friend and 
I make a match on“, | hope you'll be io kind to dance 
at the Wedding. 
Dared. Dance, Madam! I am dying, 
Phil. That's falſe, to my knowledge, Madam: Fer the 
Surgeon told me lat dreſſing. it was fo ſlight a Wound, 
de had much ado to k:ep it from healing, 
\ Dared. Yes, by the he when he had done with 
24 me, 


R — 2 
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102 | 
me, he began with you, forſoorh. and fait he would ſhew 


'n3-Comb; couluſt thou be fo hard-heartes? 
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you a little of bis operation, for hardliny and tampering 
with his Box of l / ſtruments, and there's the ruth out now. 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Dared Why Ge: tlemer, Ladies, Friende, Acquaintance, 
am not | dying? Am not | woundec ? I; not there a hole 
in my Pel'y, that ycu may turn a Coach a 4 hx in? 

Beaw No, no: Prithee lewe raving, ard g*t vp for 
ſhame, Man. Thou an Atheiſt, thou be eve hei her a God 
nor a Devil, and be afraid of a hurt no bi ger than a Pir- 
hole! Cour tine, lend us thy hand to raiſe up cu old Friend 
here: Well how is't now ? [Sets him on his Legs. 
Dazed. Ha! Faith and Troth, I faiccy, not fo bad a | 
thought it was. Methinks 1 begin to find my h pretty 


heariy; I can ſtand; 1 can walk too, Ihave no Pain at all. 
How doft thou do, old Orthod: x? 


[Strikes him on the Shoulder, which fake: the Ti; miſe 
hem his Face. 
Cour. Ah! but you repented, Daredevil; thu didſt re- 


pent, Friend: I am ſorry to hear of it with al my Heart,it 
"will be a foul blot in thy Eſcutcheon: But thou didſt repent, 


Fadh. A Pox cn the Bloc k-head, now I ſhall b» known. 
[ Fumbling to fix his Diſyuiſe again. 


De- Dared Repent! Prithe e be quiet, Man: repent, qu: - | 
tha! Why, doit thou think I did not know my old Cu- 


Romer for two Deuces here, old Anti Abraham, the Fa- 


ther of Ur believers? 
ae. My Tacky! my little Rogue! my dainty Boy! 


N 0 

i 

. "0% 
7 * 


ou Son of thy nuwn Father, I can hold no longer; and 


I muft kiſs thee, and | will kiſs thee. ecce you Dog, you 
"Dog, you Dog, yru ittle dear damn's Dog. [ Sings alu 8 mon. 


Haza the Mid w's our own: There be Divinity. 


Bear, A very Cutter, as | live, had he but a Tabitha, 2 
pertect Cutter. | 


Fath. Now, Fatky bay; Facky, you Regue, ſhall not 
J have a little pil cut of this Portion now bab? The 


jolly Worms that have fatren,*! fo long in this Malmiey 


KN«fe of mine with the Fumes of Sick will die, and drop 


Out of their Sock ts elſe. Coul: &t t cu have the Heart to 


fee rhis 1 inated Noſe of mine lo. Kk lik, an empty Ho- 


For. 


” —_— — „ * 


D:.ution, or kalle meaſure: Two Pound of Tobacco «+ 
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Por. Faith, Captain, be mollity'd; the old Gentleman, 
mer honk propoſes very moderately. 

Fath It mall be fo, ſhe ſhall be my Daughter - in-Lawy, 
thoug + invert he Order of Duty, and ask her Bleſſing. 

Beau. Look you, Sir: Though y have been a very 
1n7 act us Father, upon condition that you'll promiſe to 
cave off Gaming, and ſt:ck to your Whoriug and Drink- 
ing, I will treat with you. | 

Faith, The truth on't is, I have been to blame, Fack! 
Pur thou alt End me hereatter very obedient; that If, 
provides | have my Terms: which are theſe. | 
Bean. Come on, hems " | 

#4, Tarce Bottles of Sack. Zack, per Diem, without 


per Mouth ; and that of the beſt too. 
Cour, Truly this is but refonable. . 
Fath. buttock- Beef and March Beer at Dinner, e 
Rogue: A young Wench of my own chufing, to wait on 
no body but me always: Mony in my Pocket: An old 
Pacing Ilorſe, and an Eibow-Chair, | 
Beau. Agreed. You ſen, Sir, already, I am beginmmng 


do ſettle my Family; and all this comes by the Dominzon 


Chance has over s. By Chance you took the Chargg of. 
an old Father off from my Hands, and made a Ch 
ot him. By the {ame fort of Chance I have taken hes. 
Lady off trom your Hands, and intend ro make her ano» 
ther ſor: ot Domeſtick. What fay you, Sir? Are enn 
tente !? | F i | 
Theod. | cannot tell whether I am or no; x 
| Fear, Then you are not fo wiſe a Man as T took you 
for, Ia the mean Time; for your Liberty, you mult dif © 
pence with the want of it, till I have this Night fecured 
tae Safety a! my Widow. Your Friend Gratian, becaule 
ot his Wourds, is only lock'd in his Chamber, and may 
take his Reit as otherwiſe. For the other part of the Fa- 
mily. I care not to make Excuſes, 
Thus ſtill, with Power in hand, we treat of Peace; 
Bui when, tis ratify'd, Suſpicions ceaſe: 
The Cquer'd to recruiting Labour: ny | 
E 


* 


Like me, the Victor, Crowns his Eaſe, | 
| PE 
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FEPILOGUE, 
By Mr. Duke of Cambridge. 
ee Pit 


JF # not long ſince in the noi f 
> Tumultuous Faction ſate the Fudge of Wit; 8 

There Knaves applanded what their Bloc kheads writ, | 
At @ Whip Brother's Flay, the Bawling Crowd 

Burſt ont in Shouts, as zealous, and as lc ud, 

As when ſome Member four Electior-Beer 

Gams the mad Vuice of a whole Drinken Shire. 
And ye”, even ther, cur Poet's Truth was tr) d. 

Tho 'twas a Dev':.(h pull to ſtem the Tyde ; 

| And tho' he ne er did Line of Treaſon write. 

er made oe Rocket on Queen Beſſe's N. he, 

eb was his Fortune, or fo good his Canſs, | 
Ewen then he fail d not wholly of Applau e. | 

He that could then e cafe, nov bolder ;row; - | 

Smce the Whig-Tyde runs out, the Loyal flows, 

All you who lately here preſum d to bawl, j 

Take Warning from your Brethren at Gu:!d-Hal! ; | 


- 
* 


"Ids Spirit ot Rebellion e is quell d 
Aud hers y ur Poe s Acts are all repeal d: 
” Impartial Juſtice has reſum d agam 

| Her awful Seat, nor bea's the Sword in vain. 
Abe Srage ſhall laſh the Fl es of the Times, | 


And the Laws Vengeance overtake the Crimes, 
The perjur'd Wretc!: ſhall no Protection gam 
- From hu diſhonour'd Robe, and GO den Chain; 
But ſtand ech d to ail th inſultin g Town, 
I#h:le rotten Eos bepaw the Scarlet Gown, 
Pack hence betimes, you that wee ever ſparing 
To lave the Land, and dam your lelves, by Swearing: 
Shou'd the Wile City now, to eaſe your Fears, 
Erect an Office to Inſure your Ears, 
Thither ſuch num vous Shoals of Wirnefles, 
Aid Juries, co ſc ct. f their Guilt won d p'efs, 
That to the Chamber hence might more be g an d, 
Than eder Mother Cret ell from it drain d; 
And per jury 10 the Orphans Bank reſto: e 
Whatever Whoredom rcbb'd it of before, 
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Unhappy Marriage. 
TRAGEDY. 


OR, THE 


LOR PHAMN: q 


Ou Pelago credit magno, ſe ſœnore tollit; 

Lui P WAS & Cajira petit, preringntuey Auro; 
Vilts Adtdator p Ho jacet Ebrius OH 

Er qui foilicitat Nuptas, ad pra nia peceat: 
Sola prnacſts horret Facundia pauni, 


At que mop: lingua deſertas invocat Artes. Perror, 4b Sat. 
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Printed in the Year 1717, 


TO HER 
Royal Highneſs 
1 | 


DUTCHESS 


M4 D 4 M, 
. E 1 R having 4 Zreat whi le 


with'd to wc r once 
that might be worthy to lay 
at Y cur rlighneß's Feer, and 
fading it impoſhble : Since 
the World has been ſo kind 
to me to Judge of this Poem to my Ad- 
vantage, as the moll pardonable Fault which 
1 have made in its kind; I had finn'd a- 
gainſt my ſelf, if 1 had not choſen this Op- 
portunity : 2 implore (what my Amviziad 
is moſt fond of) Your Favour and Pro- 
tection. | 

For 


e 


The Dzvr1carion. 
For though Fortune would not fo far bleſs 


my Endeavours, as to encourage them with 


Your Royal Highneſs's Preſence, when this 
came into the World; Vet, | cannot but 
declare it was my Deſign and Hopes, it 
might have been Your Divertiſement in 
that happy Seaſon, when You return'd a- 
gain to chear all thoſe Eyes, that had be- 
tore wept for your Departure, and enliven 
all Hearts that had droop'd tor Your Ab- 
ſence: When Wit ought to have paid its 
choiceſt Tributes in, and Joy have known 
no Limits, then I hop'd my little Mite 
would not have been rejected; though 
my ill Fortune was too hard for me, and [ 
loſt a greater Honour, by your Royal High- 
ncis's Abſence, than all the Applauſes of 
the World beſides can make me Reparati- 
on for. 

Nevertheleſs, thought my ſelf not quite 
Unhappy, fo long as I had Hopes this way 
yet to Recompence my Diſappointment 
paſt: When I confider'd alto, that Poetry 
might claim right to a little Share in Your 
Favour : For a, and A ioſto, ſome of the 
beſt, have made their Names Eternal, by 
tranſmitting to After-Ages the Glory of 


Your Anceftors: And under the ſpreadin 


of that Shade, where two of the beſt have 
x1 nted r'eir Lawrels, how Honoured 


 ſheuld | be, who am the worſt, if but a 


Branch might grow for me. 


"The DID IAT To. 
I dare not think of offering any thing in 
this Addreſs, that might look like a Pane- 
yrick, for fear, left when I have done my 
bet, the World ſhould condemn me, for 
ſaying too little, and you your ſelf check 
me, tor medling with a Task unfit for my 
Talent. 5 
For the Deſcription of Virtues and Per- 
fections ſo rare as Y ours are, ought tobe done 
by as deliberate, as skilful a Hand; the 
Features muſt be drawn very fine, to be 
like; haſty dawbing will but ſpoil the Pi- 
cture, and make it fo unnatural, as muſt 
want falſe Lights to ſet it off: And your 
Virtue can receive no more Luftre from 
Practices, than your Beauty can be improv'd 
by Art; which as it Charms the braveſt 
Prince that ever amaz'd the World with 
his Virtue : So, let but all other Hearts en- 
quire into themſelves, and then Judge, how 
it ought to be prais'd. 
Your Love too, as none but that gre 
Hcro, who has it, could deſerve it, and 
therefore, by a particular Lot from Heav'n, 
was deſtin'd to ſo extraordinary a Bleſſing, 
ſo matchleſs for its ſelf, and ſo wondrous 
for its Conſtancy, ſhall be remember'd to 
Your Immortal Hunour, when all other 


Tranſactions of the Age You live in ſhall 


be forgotten. 5 
But | torget that Jam to ask Pardon for 
the Fault I have been all this while © om» 


mitting. 


Te DEDICATION. 


mitting. Wherefore | your Highneſ 
ere 


will be pleas'd to think well of one who 


* 
Kg © 


cannot help reſolving with all the Action 


of Life, ro endeavour to deſerve it: Nay | 


more, I would beg, and hope it may be 
granted, that I may through Yours never 


Want an Advocate in his Favour, whoſe 


Heart and Mind You have fo entire a Share 
in; it is my only Portion and my Fortune, 
cannot but be happy, ſo long as I have 
but Hopes | may enjoy it, and I muſt be 


miſerable, ſhould it ever be my ill Fate to 


—_—_— 

This with Eternal Wiſhes for Your Roy- 
al Highneſs's Content, Happineſs, and Pro- 
ſperity, in all Humility is preſented by 


Your moſt Obedient and 


Pl KRAN. 
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„Devote Servant, 
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PROLOGUE. 


T* O You, great Judges in this _ > Age, 
1 The Sons of Wit, and Patrons of the Stage, 

Mich all thoſe hiumb e Thoughts, which ſtill have ſway d 

His Pride, much doubting, trembling and afraid 

Of what is to his want of Merit aue 

And aw d by etery Excellence m you, 

The Author ſend: to beg you would be kind, 

Ard ſpare tho'e 4 Faul's you needs mul find. 

Tan to whom it a common Foe i, grown, 

The thing ye ſcorn and publick'y difown; 

Though now pe hp: ave here for other ends, 

He [wears to me ye cu ht to be bis Friends: 

For he ner calls ye yet i ſ,jE Took: ; 

Nor wrote one Line to tell je you were Fooli: 

But ſays of If it ye have fo la ge a ſtore, 

So ue y much, you ever Wi [31/0 Me. 

He ne er with Lib treated yet the Town, 

The Names if He. Mon i d and ſhown, 

Nay. never 0.ce (ar14poon d the harmleſs Life 

Of Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife. 

Satyr the Eff & of Poerries Diſeaſe, 

Which, Sick of a lewd Age ſhe vents for Eaſe, 

But nom her on- \trife ſhould be to pleaſe; 

Since of ll Fate the baniful Clouds withdrawn; 

And Happmeſs aga n begins to dawn, 

Since back with Foy and Triumph he is come, 

That always drove Fears hence, ne'r brought 'em home, 

Oi has he plow'd the boiſterous Ocean ver, 

let ne er more welcome to the longing Shove, 

Not when he brought home I ictories before. 

For then freſh Law el. fiourrſh'd on his Brow, 

And he comes crown d with Olive Branches now, 

Rec. ive him! Oh receive him as his Friends; 

Embrace the Bl ing, which be Recommer de; 

Such 2. tet , your Foes ſhall ne er deſtrey; 

Then ſhake off Fears, and clap your Hands for Joy. 
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Araſto, a Nobleman retir'd ) 
rom the Court, and living > Mr. Gille. 
privately in the Country. 
1 Mr. Betterton. 
$His — Mr. Williams. | 
1 Voung Soldier of ? Mr. Smith. 


Y Erneſto, 7 Servants in the Fa- 2 Mr. Nor ris. 
Fele, mily. Ws Mr. FFiltfhire, 


'* Cordelio, Pehydore” s Page. A little Girl. 
0 9 I . Mr. Percival. 
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WOMEN. 


+. Monimia, the Orphan, lefr ! 
* 8 under the Guardianſhip of 
Old Acaſto. 5 


doi, Acaſtos Daughter. Mrs. Bute/cr. 
=” Florella, Monimia's Woman. Mrs. CS on. 


Mrs. Barry. 
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| _ACT L SCENE 1 


| Enter Paulino and Erneſto. 


's 


PAULINGO. _- = 
IS range, Erneſto, this Severity _, © 
Should ſtill reigu pow'rtul in Arca; 


| * 
To hate the Ci urt where he "= 
__— Was bred and lis d, | — 
JÞ an Honours heap'd on him that WT 
— could give. „ 
En. Tis true, he came thither a — Gentleman, „ 
{ But young and brave, and of a Family 1 
Ancient and Noble as the Empire holds. 
» The Honours he has gain d are juſtly his; 
he purchas'd h m in War; thrice has he led. | 
An Army againſt the Rebels, and as often ——— 
| Return'd with Victory; the World has not 1 
A truer Soldier, or a better Subject. vl 
Paul. It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſerve 


* 
1 


"I. 
* 6 


33 
Ne is the beſt of Maſters as of Friends: * - . 
Ido he has lately been invited thither; 15 I 
Te Gill he keeps his ſtubborn purpoſe, cries, 3 
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aces in Honour, and Foployment bigh; 


Nor ever names bm but h higheſt Reverence, 


As they were only for each other born. 
ne has a Daughter too, whole blooming Age 


As only Death could end: Chamornt's Eſt ate 


He's old, and williagly would b at reſt: 

1 doubt there's deep Reſentment in his Mind, 
For the late Slight his Honour !tuffer'd there. 4 
DH he not Reaon? When tor what he had bort, 
Long. hard, and faithtul Foil, he might have claim'd 


A huffing, ſhining, flatt' ru crniging Coward, 
A Canker-worm of Peace tats' above him. 
Paul. Yer fill he holds jolt Value tor the King, 


*Tis noble tb 

DO! len ad him wanton ia is Priiſe, 
Speak e ings ot em might c arm the Eus of F. vy. 

Paul. Oh m + hy ie till Neturc's telt grow old, 
And t om her Womb no mer ca bets the Earth! 13 
For wien he dcs, tare wel all Honour, Buully, 1 
All generous En ourapement of Arts, | 4 
For Charity her felt bicomics a Widow. = 
1 
8 


Ern. No, he has two Sous that were ordain'd to be 
As well nis Virtues, as his Fortunes Heirs. 

Paul. They're bo hof Nature mild, and tull of Sweetneſ, 
They came Twins trom the W mb. and ſtill hey live \ 
As if they would go Twins too to the Graye: I 

1 
- 


Neither has any thing he calls bis own, 
But ot each others Joys as Griets partaking ; 
So very honeſtly, fo well they love, 


En. Never was Parent in an Off-ſpring happier ; 


Promiſes Goodneſs equal to ber Beauty. | 
Paul. And as there is a Friendſhip 'twixt the Brethren, * 

So has her Infant Nature choſen too 1 

A faithful Partner ot her Thoughts and Wiſhes, 

And kind Companion of her harmleſs Pleaſurcs. ; 
Em. You mean the Beauteous Orphan, fair Monimia? , 
Paul. The fame, the Daughter ot the brave Chamont. } 

He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars, | 

Where ſuch a wondrous Friendſhip grew between em 


Was ruin d in cur late and Civil Dilcords; | 
ky | Therefore 


N * 


To ſeek a Fortune, or a noble Fate; 


% my Heart danc'd to lee your danger paſt! 


The OrnTtHaN Im 7 
Therefore unable to advance her 7 


He left his Daughter to our Maſter's care; 
To ſuch a care as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. 


Ern. Her Brother to the Emperor's Ware went early, 


Whence he with Honour is expected back, 

And mighty marks of that great Prince's Favour. 
Paul. Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 

To lance for Fortune in the uncertain World, 

Bu: wants to avoid both Courts, and Camps, 

Where N:latory Fortune plays the Jult 

With he brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 

To throw her telt away on Fools and Kraves. 
Ern. They both have forwart, gen'rous, active Spirits, 

"Tis daily their Petition to their Father, 

To fend them torth where Glory's to be gotten; 


They cry they're weary ol their lazy home, 


Reſtleſs ro do ſome thing that Fame may talk of, 
To day they chas'd the Boar, and near * time 
Should be return'd. 
Paul. Oh that's a Royal Sport! 
We yet may fee the old Man in a Morning, 
Luſty as Health come ruddy to the Field, 
And there purſue the Chace as if he meant 
To vecrtake Time, and bring back Youth again, 


22 
Efter Caſtalio, Polydore, and Page. 
Caſt. Polydore ! our ſport 
His been to day much better for the Danger; 
When en the brink the toaming Boar I met, 
And in his fide thought to have lodg'd my Spear, 
The deſperate Savage ruſht within my Force, 
And Fore me hezolung with him down the Rock. 
Pol. But then 
Caſt. Ay then, my Brother, my Friend Polydore, 
Like Perſeus mounted on his winged Steed. 
Came on. and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 
To fave Caſtalis, 'T was a God-like AR. 
Pol, But when 1 came, I found you Conqueror. 
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The heat and fury of the Chace was cold, 
- And 1 had nothing in my Mind but Joy. | 
Caſt. So, Polydore, methinks we might in War | 
Ruſh on together; thou ſhou'Jſt be my Guard, ; 
And I be thine; what is't could hurt us then? 
Now half the Youth of Eurote are in Arms, 

How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, FF 
And die of rank Diſeaſes here at home? | | 
Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, $ 

To make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old; 
I would be buſie in the World, and learn, 
Not like a courſe and uſcleſs dunghill Weed, 
Fixt to one ſpor,. and rot juſt as | grow, 
Caſt. Our Father 
Has ta en himſelt a ſurfeit of the World, | 
And cries it is not fate that we ſhould take it; 
I own I have Duty very pow'rtul in me; 
And tho I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, | 
Yet he's fo tender and ſo good a Father, | 
I could not do a thing to crofs his Will. 3 
Ciftal io, I have doubts within my Heart, | 
Which you, and only you, can fa-ishe : I 
Will you be tree and candid to your Friend? 
Caſt. Have | a Thought my Polzdore ſhould not know? 
What can this mean? U 
Pol. Nay, Vil conjure you too, 
By all the ftriteſt bonus ot faithful Frie::dſhip, 
To ſhew your Heart as naked in this point, 
As you would purge you of your Sins to Heav'n. 
- Cafe. I will, ] 
Pol. And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
Wich all the ſuff rance of a tender Friend. 
Caſt. As calmly as the woui ded Patient bears 
The Artiſt's hand, that miniſters his Cure. 
Pol. That's kindly ſaid. You know our Father's Ward. 
The fair Monimis; is your Heart at Peace? : 
Is it fo guarded that you could not love |. ec? 
Caſt. Suppole I ſhould. | 
Pol, Suppoſe you ſhould not, Brother, 
Gaſt. You'd fay, L mult not, 


” 


*Pwixt Friends and Brothers, as we two are. 


I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Claim; 


bY URPYHAWN 
Pol. That would found too roughly 


Caſt. Is Love a Fault? 5 

Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What if I love her? * 
Ci. Then I mult inform you, 


But will preſerve the Birth. right of my Paſſion. 

Pol. You will. 

Caſt. [ will 

P:!, No more, I've done. 

Caſt. Wity not? 

Pol. I told you I had done; 

But you, Caſtauo, would diſpute it. 
No: 

No: — my Polydore; though I muſt own ' 
My Nature obſtinate and void of ſufPrance. 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 
Ot furious wiſhes, fears, aud nice ſuſpicions. 
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|  ] could not bear a Rival in my Friendſhip, 


I am fo much in love, and fond of thee, 
Pol. Vet you would break this Friendſhip ! 
Caſt. Not for Crowns. 
Pol. But for a Toy you would, a Woman's Toy; 
Unzuſt Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Prithee, where's my fault: 
Pol. You love Monimia. 
Caſh. Yes. 
Pol. And you would kill me, 
It I'm your Rival. 
Caft. No, ſure we're ſuch Friends, 
So much one Man, that our Affections too 
Muſt be united, and the (ame as we are 
Pol. I dote upon Monimia. 
Caſt. Love her till; 
Win, and enjoy her. 
Fol. Both of us cannot. 
Caſt. No matter 


Whoſe chance it proves, but let's not quarrel for't. 


Pal. 


6 5.4 HAN. 


Pol. You 

Caſt. Wed her! 
No! were ſhe all defire could wiſh, as fair | 
As would the yaineft of her Sex be thoughr, * Rat 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, | pot 


She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom. Marry? 
When I am old and weary of the World, h 


I may grow deſperate, 1 
And take a Wite to mortify withal. | 
Pol, It is an elder Brother's duty fo } 
To propagate his Family and Name: | | 
You woul not have yuurs dic and bury'd with you? | See 
Caſt. Meer Vanity, and lilly Dotaye all; | Pal 
No. lei me live at large, an when 1k me 
Pol. Wh ſhall p ſſeſs il! Eſtate you leave ? þ 
Caſt. My Friend, | 1 Dit 
If he (urvives me; it not, my King, An 
Who may be ſtow't again on ſome brave Man, W. 
Whoſe Honefty and Services dcſeryc one V 
Pol. Fis k ndly offer d Int 
Caſt. By vou tleav'n. I love Ca 
My Pulycore beyond all worldly Joys, | 3s 
And „ ald nur ſhock his Quiet to be bleft 4 Bi 
Wirh greater Happinci: than Man cer taſted, L201 
Pol. And by hat Heav'n erernally i twear, = 


To keep the kind Caftalio in my Hdcact. 


Whole ſhall Monimia be? | 
Caſi No mater whole. Z 
Pol. Were you net with her privately laſt Night? | 
Caſt, I war, arid ſhould have met her agun; | 

Bur tu' opportunity mall now be thine; | 

My ſelt will bring thee to the Scene ot love; Bu 

But have a care, by Frier.dſhip I cunure thee, i 

That no falſe Pl.) be cfler'd to thy Brother. = 

Urge all thy Pow'rs to make thy Paſſion proſper, = 

But wrong not mine. | 
Pol. Heay'n bl:ft me if I do. 127 
Caſt. Ii't prove thy Fortune, Polydore, to Conquer, 1 

(For thou haſt all the Arts of fine Per ſwaſion) | i 3 

Truſt me, and let me know thy Loyc's ſucceſs, 1 


That I may ever after ſlufle miue. 
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Pol. n than Reſt 
To weary Pilgrims, cr to Miſers Gold. 
To great Men Power, or Wealthy Cities Pride, F 
Rather than wrong Caſtalio, I'd forget her. 9 
For it ye Powers have happineſs in ſtore, 9 
When ye would ſhower down Joys on Polydore, 
In one great Bleſſing ail your Pounty fend, 
That I may never lole ſu dear a Friend. 
[ Ex. Caſt. Pol. Manet Page. 
Enter Mom mia. 
Mon. So ſoon returi from hunting? This fair Day 
Scems us it ſent to invite the World abroad. 
paſs d nor Caſtalio and Polydore this way ? 
Page. Mad»m, juſt now. 
Mon. Sure my ul Fate's upon me. 
Diſtruſt and ea ineis f1's ruund my Heart, 
And Appreherſion ſhecks my tumorous Soul. 
Why was Jagt lain in my beacetul Grave 
Wirth my paar Parents? And at reit as they are? 
Inſtead ot that I am wan d'ring into Cires, 
Caſtalio! O Caſtalio Thou haſt caught 
My toolif: Heart; 20d like a tender Child, 
That truſts his Play-"hing to another Hand, 
fear its har in, and fain would have it back. 
Come ncar, Cordelio, I mult chile you, Sir. 
Page. Why, Madam, have | donc you any wrong? 
Mon, | never {ee you now; you have been kinder; 
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Sate by my Bed, and ſung me pretty Songs: 


Perhaps I've been ung ratetul, here's Mony tor you: 
Will you oblige me? Shall 1 fee you ofryer? 
Page. Madam, I'd ſerve you with my Soul; 
But in a Morning when you call me to you, 
As by your Bed I ftand ant tell you Scorics, 
| am aſham d do ſee your telling Breaſts, | \ 
It makes me bluſh, they are fo very white. | 
Mon. Oh Mer. tor Flattery and Deceit reaown'd! 
Thus when y*are young, ye learn it all like kim, 
Till as your Years encreaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 
Tundo poor Maids, and make our Ruin eafic. 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou haſt oft heard 
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Sometimes, at leaſt, have they not talk d of me? 


Page. Oh Madam ! Very wickedly they have talk d! 


But I'm afraid to name it, for they fay 


Boys muſt be whip'd that tell their Maſters Secrets. 
Mon. Fear not, Cordelio! It ſhall ne er be known 

For Pll preſerve the Secret as twere mine. 

Polydore cannot be fo kind as J. 


Fl! turniſh thee for all the harmeleſs Sports | 


Wirth pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 
Page And truly, Madam, I had rather be fo. 
Methiuks you love me better than my Lord, 


For he was never halt ſo kind as you are. — 


Whot mult | do? 
Mon. Inform me how th' haſt heard 
Caſtalio, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 


Page. With all the Tendernels of Love, | 


You were the Subject of their laſt Diſcourſe, 
At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd; 
But as the one grew hot the other cooi'd, 
2 I to the Frailty of his Friend; 

| 


after much ſtruyg'ling, twas reſ>ly ?“ | 


Mon. What, good Cordelio ? 


37 


Page. Not to quarrei for you. 
Mon. I would not have em, by my deareſt hopes, 
I would not be the Argument ot Strite. 1 


But ſurely n.y Caftalio won't forſake me, 


And make a Mockcry of my caſie Love. 
Went they together? 

Page. Yes, to ſcek you Madam. 
Caſtaiio promis'd Polydore to bring him 
Where he alone mic ht meet you, 

And fairly try the Fortune of bis Wiſhes. 


Mon. Am | then grown fo cheap, juſt to be made 


A common Stak-, a Prize for Love in jcft ? 
Was not Caſtalio very Ith to yield it, 
Or was it Pulydore's unruly Paſſion, 
That heightened the Debare ? 

Page. The fault was Polydor es. 
Caſtalis play d with Love, and fmiling ſh2w'd * 
| 0 
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The not the pangs of bis Defire. a 
He ſaid no Woman's Smiles ſhould buy his Freedom; 

Ard Marriage is a mortifying thing. 

Mon. Then I am ruin'd if Caftalio's falſe, 

Where is there Faith and Honour to be found ? 

Ye Gods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 

The Weak; protect, and take me to your care. 

Oh but I love him: There's the Rock will wrack me!, 
| Why was I made with all my Sexes Softnets, 
Vet want the Cunning to conceal its Follies ? 
ll fee Caſtalio, tax him with his Falſhoods, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my Wrongs; 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him fill, 
Enter Caſtalio and Polyore. 
le comes, the Conqueror comes! lye {i.1, my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy Injuries with ſcorn. 
| Caft. Madam, my Brother begs he may have leave 
; To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly; 
; [leave you as becomes me, and withdraw, 
Mm. My Lord Caſt alis! 
Caſt. Madam! 
—| Mon. Hare you purpos'd 
J. To abiſe me palpably? What means this Uſage ? 
Way am l lett with Polydore alone? 
! Cat, He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of importance 
Calls me away, I muſt — my Father. 
Mien. Will you then leave me thus? 
Caſs, But for a moment. 3 
Mon It his been otherwiſe; the time has been, 5 
When buſin: ſs might have ſtay d, and I been heard. | 
Caft. I could for ever hear thee; but this time 
Matters of ſuch odd circumſtances preſs me, 
That I mult 2c | 
Mon. Then go. and it't be poſſible for ever. 
Well, my Lord Polydore, I guets your buſineſs, 
And read the ill natur'd purpoſe in your Eyes. 
Tol. It to delire you more than Miters Wealth, 
Or dying Men an hour of added Lite, | 
I ſofteſt Wiſhes, and a Heart more true, 


Tus ever ſuſfer d yet for Love dififain'd, q 
T's Por. II. F Speak 
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Speak an il] Nature, you accuſe me juſtly. 


And theretote wien my tender Parents dy d, 


Mor. Talk not ot Love, my Lord, 1 muſt not bear it. 
Pol. Who car behod ſuch Beauty, and be ſilent? 
Detire firſt tau h us Worrs: Man, when created, 
At firſt alone long wande:'d up and down, 
Forlorn, and filent as his V fla -Beaſts; 
Bu: when a Heay'r-born Niai, like you, appear d, 
Strange Plerfures fill'd bis Eyes, and fir'd his Heart, 


Unioos's bis Tongue, and bis firſt Talk was Love. 1 


Mon. The firſt created Pair, indeed, were bleſt; 
They were the only Objects ot each other, 


Therefore he Courted her; and her alone: 


But in this peopled World of Beauty, where 
There's rovirg Room, where you may court, and ruin 
A thouſen more, way need you ralk to me? 
Pil. ©! | could tek to thee for ever: Thus 
Ercruzly admiring, fx and gaze | 
Or: tho cat Eyes, tor every Glance they fend 
Par's thr:ugh my Sou}, and almoſt gives Enjoy ment, 
Mon. How can you labour thus for my undoing ? | 
I mult confel;, indeed, 1 owe you more | 
Than ever | cn hope to think ro pay. 
There . s was a Fricad hip *ewixt our Families; 


Whoiz ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd wich them, 


Tur Fatiier's Puy, and his Bounty, took me, 


A poor ar. helpleſs Orphan, to his care. 3 
Pol, *Twas Heav n ordain d it fo, to make me happy. 
Hence with his peeviſh Virtue, tis a Cheat, 5 
Abd thoſe who taught it firſt were Hy pocrites. 
Come, heſe ſoft reader Limbs were made for yielding. 
Mon. Here on my knees by Heav'ns bleſt Power 1 ſwear, 
If you perſiſt, I nder henceforth will ſee you, i 
But rather wand-r through the Worki a Beggar, 


Aud lie on for.lid Scraps at proud Mens Dobrs; 


For t ang h to Fortune loft, Il ſtill inherit | 
My Mother's Virtues, and my Father's Honour. 
Pol. intolerable Vanir» ! your Sex 


Was aever ia the right; j are always falſe, - 
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Or filly; even your Dreſſes are not more 
Fantaſtick than your Appetites: you think 
Of nothing twice: Opinion you bave none. 
To Day y are nice, to Morrow not ſo free, 
Now {mile, then frown; now forrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why! 
Virtue you aſſect, Inconſtancy's your Practice, 
And when your looſe Deſires once get Dominion, 
No hungry Churl feeds courſer at a Feaſt; 
Eyery 1 . Fool goes do 2 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, 
I own my Sexes Follies; I have em all, 
And to avoid i's Fault, mutt fly from you: 
Therefore believe me, could you raife me hizh 
As moſt fentaſtick Woman 5 Wiſh could reach, 
And lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet; 
Fd rather run a Salv2ve in the Woods 
Amongſt brute Beaſts, grow rinkled and deſorm'd. 
As Wikdneſs and moiſt rude Neglect could make me, 
So I might ſtill enjoy my Honour fate | 
From the ceftroying Wiles of faithleſs Men. [ Exit. 
Pol. Who'd be that ſordid fooliſh thing call'd Man, 
To cringe hu, fawn, and flatter for a Pleaſure, 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him? 
The luſty Bull ranges through all the Field, 


And from the Herd ſingling his Female our, 


Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. 
It ſhall be fo, III yet poſſeſs my Love, 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded hours: 
Then when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart; 
Ptt? very Minute when her Virtue node, 
In ruſh upon her in a ſtorm of Love, 
Beat down her guard ot Honour all before me, 
Surfeit on Joys till even Deſire grow tick; 

Then by long Abſence Liberty regain, 

And quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. 

[Ex. Pol. and Page; 
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ACT UH. SCENE I. 
Euter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, Attendants. 


Acaft. O day has been a Day of glorivus Sport. 
T When you Caftalio, * — Brother leſt me, 
Forth from the Thicke's ruſh'd ano her Boar, 
So large, he ſeem'd the Tyron of the Weeds, 
With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up high, 
They ſeem d a Grove of Sprars upon dus Back; 
Foaming he came at me, where I was potted, 
Beſt to obſerve which way he'd lead the Chace, 
Wherting bis uze long Tusks, and gaping wide, 
As if be already had me for his Prey ; 
Till brandiſhing my well p is'd Jay tia high, 
With this cold Exccu ina Arm, 1 ſtruck 
The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart, 
Caſt. The actions of your Lite were always wond” rout, 
Acafi, No Flattery, Boy! an honeſt Man car”: live by't, 
It is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools witha! ; : 
If thou bait Flatt'ry in thy Nature, cur with't, | 
Or ſend it to a Court, for there "will thrive. 
Pol. Why there? 
caſt. Tis, next to Mony, current there; WS 
To be ſren daily in as many forms 
ns there are forts of Vanities, and Men; 
T The ſuperſtitious Stateſman has bis Sucer 
To fmooth a poor Man off with that can't bribe him; 
The grave dull Fellow cf ſmall buſineis ſooths 
The Humoriſt, and will needs admire his Wit : 
Who withour ipleen could fee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt 
Than king a furly Doctor tor his Sermon, 
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Or a grave Counſeilor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 4 

S$quecze him by the hand, aud praiſe ann, Complexion? | 
Fol. Courts are the places +. here beſt Manners flouriſh; | 

Where the Delerving cuzit t. rite, and Fools 

Make ſhow. Why ihould l vex and chafe my Spleen, 
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To * Coxcumb ſhine, when [ 
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Have ſ-en enough to footh him in his Follies, 

And ride him to advantage as I pleaſe f— _ 
Araſt Who merit ought indeed to rife ith World, 

Bu: no wiſe Man that's honeſt ſhould expect. 

What Man of ſenſe would rack his generous Min ], 

| To practiſe all the baſe For malities 

4 And Forms of buſin- ſs. force grave ſtirch'd Face, 


When he's a very Libertine in's Heart? 
Seem not to know this or that Man in publick, 
When privately perhaps they mect together, 
And lay the Scene of ſome brave Fel!ow's Ruin. 
Such thiags are done 8 | 
Ca. Your Loralhip's Wrongs have been 
So great, that you with Juſtice may comp'ain; 
Bur fuffer us, whoſe your ger Minds ne er telt 
Fortunes Deceits, to Court her as ſhe's fair: 
Were ſhe 2 conmon Miſtrets kind to al!, 
Her Worth would coafe, ant half the World grow idle. 
Arat. Goto, yare Fouls, and know me not; I've learnt 
Long lince to bear Revenge, or ſcorn my Wrongs, 
Accord ing to the Va.ue of the Doer, 
Yeu both would tain be great, and to that end 
Deſire to do things worthy yuur Ambition. 
Go to the Camp, Preterment's nobleſt Mart, | 
| Where Honour ought to have the faireſt play, you'll find 
| Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, 
Almoſt in every Band: How many Men 
Have ſpent their Blood in their dear Country's Service, 
| Vet now pine under Want, while ſelfiſh Slaves, 
| That ev'n would cut their Throats, whom now they 
fawn on, 
Like deadly Locuſts eat the . up, 
Which thoſe induſtrious Bees fo hardly toyl'd for? 
| Caſt. Theſe Precepts ſuit not with my active Mind, 
Methinks 1 would be bulie. ; 
Pol. So would 1, | 
| Nat loyter out my Lite at home, and know 
No tarther than one Proſpect gives me leave. 
[= Acaſt. Buſie your Minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men: 
Learn how to value Merit though in Rags, 
F 3 And 
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And ſcorn a proud i- manner d Knave in Office. 
Enter Serina, Monimia, and Maid. 
Ser. My Lord, my Father! 
Acaſt. Bleſſings on my Child, 

My little Cherub, what haſt thou to ask me? 
Ser. I bring you, Sir, moſt glad ard welcome News: 
The Young Chamont, whom you've ſo often wiſh'd toy 

Is juſt arriv'd and entring. | 
Acaſt. By my Soul, 
And all my Honours, he's moſt dearly welcome; 
Let me receive him like his Father's Friend. 
| Enter Cha mont. 
Welcome, thou Rel ct of the beſt-!ov'd Man, 
Welcome from all the Turmcils, and the Hizards 
Of certain Dinger, aud uncertain Fortune; 
We'ci me 2s happy Tydings after Fears. 
Cham, Words would but wrong the Grati:ucel owe you 
Should | begin to ſpeak, my Soul's fo full, | 


Thar i ſhoui talk of nothirg elſe all day. 


Mon. My Brother! 
Cham. Oh my Siſter! let me hold thee 
Long in my Arme, I've not beheld thy Face g 
Theſ: many days; by Night l've often ſeen thee 
In gentle Dreams, and fatisfied my Soul 
With tancy'd Je, tül Morning Cares awak'd me. 
Another Siſter! ture ic muſt be ſo; 
Though I remember well, I had but one: | 
But | frel ſomet ing in my Heart that prompts, 
And tells me ſhe has claim and intereſt there. 
Acaſt. Yourg Soldier you've not only ftu.!y'4 War, 
Courtſhip I ſce has been your Practice too, 
And may not prove uaw:lcome to my Daughter. 
Cham ls ſhe your Daughter? then my Heart told true! 
And I'm at leaft her Brother by Adoption: 
For you have made yrur ſelf to me a Father, 
And by that Patent I have leave to love her. 
Ser. Monimia, thou hatt told re, Men are falſe, 
Will auer, teign, and make an Art of Love: 
Is Chamant ſo? No, ſure he's more than Man, 
Something that's near Divine and Truth dwells in him. 
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The OnPHAR. 127 
An. Thus happy, who would envy pompous Pow'r, 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities? 
Let there be Joy through all the Houſe this day ! 
In every Room let Plenty flow at large, y 
It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maſter. | 
You have not viſited the Court, Chamont, 
1 Since your Return? 
Cham. I have no buſineſs there, 
a I have not ſlaviſh Temperance enouph 
| Tattend 2 Favcurite's heeis, and watch his Smiles; 
Bear an ill Ofice done me ta my Face, 
And thank the Lord that wrong d me tour kis favour. 
Acaſt. This you could do. | [Zo hi, Sons, 
Caft. 1's ſerve my Prince. 
Acaft. Who's fe: ve him? 
|. Caſt. | weu.d, my Lord, 
| Pol. And I; bath would, 
| Aa. | 
He needs not any Servants ſuch 2s you! 
Serve him! he mers more than Man can do! 
| He is fo good, Praiſe caungt ſpeak his worth: 
| So mercitul fure he reer {1:pr in Wrath; 
| So juſt, that were be but a privare Man, 6 
He could not do a wiong. Huw would you ſerve him? 
Caſt. I'd ſerve him with my Forture bete at home, 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wers, 
Watch tor him, fiaht tor him, bleed tur him. 


Pol Die for im, 
As every true-Dorn loyal Subject ought, 
Acaſt. Let me emi race yuu bath. Now by the Souls 
Of my brave Ance ſturs, I'm truly happy; 
For this be ever bleſt my Marriage-ay, 
Bleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
And double bleſt be that auipicivus Hour 
| That gave ye Birth. Yes, my alpiring Boye, 
Ye ſhall have butine's; when your Maſter wants you, 
| You cannot ferve a Nobler; 1 have ({crv'd him; 
Ia this old Body yet the Marks remain 
Of many Wounds. I've with this Tongue procluim'd 
. His Right, e vn in the face ot rank Rebellion, 
. N F + And 


| Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, the expected Gueſts are juſt arriv'd, 
Acaff. Go you, and give em Welcome and Recepticn. 
Cham. My Lore, I ſtard in need of your aſliſtarce 

In iomething that concerns my Peace and Honour. 
Acaſt. Spoke like the Son of that brave Man 1 low d- 

So treely friendly we conyersd together. 

What e er it be with confidence impart it. 

Thou ſnalt command my Fortune and my Sword. 


Cham. I dare not doubt your Friend ſhip nor your Juſtice, 


Your Bounty ſhewn to what I hold moſt dear, 
My Orphan Siſter, mult not be forgotten 
Acaſt., Prithee, no more of that; it grates my Nature, 
Cham, When Hur dear Parents dy'd, they dy'd together, 
One Fare ſurpriz d em, and one Grave receiv d em: 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath'd 
Her to my Love: My Mother, as ſhe lay 
Languiſhing by him, calld me to her tice, 
Took me in her fainting Arms, wept, and embrac'd me, 
Then preſt me cloſe, and as ſhe oblerv'd my Tears, 
Kiit em away, lait ſh”, Chamont my Sor, 
By this and all the Love I ever fhew'd thee, 
Be careful of Aonmmia, watch her Your Þ, 
Let not her Wants betray her ro Diſhonour; 
Perbaps kind Heaven may raiſe ſome Friead, Taen ſigb'd, 
Kiſt me again; fo bleſt us, aud expir d. 
Pardon my Grit. 
Acaft. It ſpraks an honeſt Nature. 
Cham. The Friend Reay'n rais'd was you, you took her up 
An latant to the deſart World expos d, 
And prov'd another Parent. 
Acaſt. Pye not wrong's her. 
Cham. Far be it from my Fears. 
Acaſt. Then why this Argument? 
2h My Lord, my Nature's jealous, and you'll bear it. 
| aſs. Go on. 
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Cham. Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly: 
Good Offices claim Gratitude; and Pride, 
Where Pow*r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 
Make us (rather than be thought dehiad- hand) 
Pay over-price. 

Acaſt. I cannot gueſs your drift; 

Diſtruſt you me ? 

Cham. No, but I fear her Weakneſs 
May make her pay a Debt at any rate; 

And to deal treely with your Lordſhip's poodneſe, | 
I've heard a Story lately much diſturbs me. 

Acaſt. Then firſt charge her; and it the Offence be found 
Within my reach. tho' it ſhou'd touch my Nature, 
In my ewn Oft-fpring, by the dear remembrat ce 
Ot thy brave Father whom my Heart rejoic d in, 

d proſecute it with ſevereſt Vengeance. Ex: Acaſ 

Cham. | thank you from my Soul. 

Mon. Alas, my Brother! 

What have | done? and why do you abuſe me? 

My Heart quakes in me; in your ferrled Face 
And clouded Brow methinks L ſee my Fate: 

You will not kill me! 

Cham. Prichee, why daſt talk io? 

| Mon. Look kindly on me then, I cannot bear 
Severity; it daunts, and docs amaze me? 

My Heart's ſo tender, ſhould vou charge me rough 
I thould bur weep, and anſwer you with fobbing. 

Bur: uſe me vently Uke a loving Brother, | 

Ard ſcarch through all the Secre s of my Soul. 

Cham. Fear nothing, Iwill ſhew my (elf a Brother, 

A tender, honeſt, and a loving Brother. 

Ve not forgot our Father? 

Mon. 1 ſhall never. Eo, 

Cham. Then you'll remember too, he was a Man 
That liv'd up to the ſtandard of his Honour, 

And priz'4 that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth: 

He d not have dene a hametul thing but once, 

Though kept in drk eis trom the World, and biden, 
He could not have te given it to himſell; 

This was the only Portion that te left us; 
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muling in 
den damp ſtruck to my Heart, cold ſwear 
d all my Face, and trembling ſeiz'd my Limbg, 
* ſnook under me, — _ 

to my tortur'd Fancy there appear 

The 1 of Thee, —— as thou art, 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 


& wanton Lover, which by turns carcis'd thee 
Wi h all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure: 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment 
Darted it at the Fanrome, ſtraight it left me: 
Then roſe and c.1!'d tor Lights, when, O dire Omen? 
I found my Weapon had the Arras pierc'd, 
Juſt where that tamous Tale was interwoven, 
How tt” un happy Theban flew his Father. 
Mon. And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpected! 
Bec uſe in Dreams your Fancy has been ridden, 
I muſt be tortur'd waking ! 
Cham, Have a car: ; 
Labour not to be j1itificd ton faſt: | 
Hear all, and then le: Jultice hold the Scale. 
What follow'd vis (i Riddle that confeunds me: 
Thec ugh a cloſe L. nc. 22 | purſu d m Jurney. 
And meditatei cn the latt Nights Vifion, 
I fpy'd a wrinkled Hapg, with Age gr wn double, 
Picking dry S ichs, and wumbling to her ſelt; 
Her Eyes wit! {(c:|Uing Rucum wer» gall'd ard red; 


Cold Palſie ſhook her Heaw, her Hands ſcem'd wither'd, 


And on her croukes Shouluers had ſhe wrapt 
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The tatter d Remnant of an old ftrip'd 
WB ferv'd ro keep ber CarkaG from the Colds | 
So there was nothing of a- piece about her: 4 
Her lower W. eds were all over courſely patch'd 1 
with diff rent colour d Rags, black. — white, yellow, | 
And ſeem'd to ſpeak variety of Wretchedneſs; 

I ask'd her of my way, which the inform'd me; 


| Then crav'd my Charity, and bad me haſten 


To fave 2 Siſter: At — word ] ſtarted. 

Mon. The common Cheat of Beggars every Day! 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts 
Of Propheſie, and telling Fools their Fortunes 

Cham. Oh! But ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Mſonimia, 


As in it bore great Circumſtancei of Truth; 


Caſtalio and Polydore, my Siſter. Og 1 

uon Hah! 1 
Cham. What, alter d does your Courage fail you! 

Now by my Father's Soul the Witch was honeſt; 

Anſwer me, if thou haft nor loft to them 

Thy Honour at a ſordid Game. 
Mon. I wil), 

] mult; fo hardly my Misfortune loads me, 

That bo h have off:1*'d me their Loves moſt true, 
Cham. And tis as true too, they have both undone thee; 
Mon. Though they both with earneſt Vows 


Have pceft my Heart, it e er in thought I yielded 


To any but Caſtalim— 
Cham. But Caſtalio! 
Mon. Still will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe! 


| Yes, I conteſs chat he has won my Soul 


By generous Love, and h nourable Vos : 
Which he this Day aj pen cd to compleat, 
And make himſelt by boly Martine mine. 

Cham. Ar thou then ſpotleſs? tit hou fill preſery d 
Thy Vu ue wie without a Blot u inted? 

Mon. When I m unchaſt, may Hav“ rejett my Prayers?! 
Or move, om ke me wretched may you know i! 
Cham. Oh then, Moninaa, art thou dearer e me 
Than all tne Comtor $ vic vert let Mar, 

And let not Marriage bait thee to thy Ruin, 


Traſt 


ee OnPHARN. 
Truſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 
Diſſembling, ſubtle, cruel and unconſtant: ; 
When a Man talks of Love, with caution truſt him; 
Bur if he fwears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
thee let no more Caſtalio ſooth thee : 
id it as thou would'ſt preſerve the Peace 
Of a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul th'art precious. 
Mon. I will! | 
Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great Ones 
When Merit begs, then ſhalt thou fee how toon 
His Heart will cool, and his Pains grow eatie. [Ex, 
Mon. Yes. | will try him; torture him ſeverely ; 
For, oh Caftalio! thou too much haſt wrong'd me, 
leaving me to Polydore's ill Ulage. 
He comes; and now for once, oh Love ſtand Neuter, 
Whilft a hard part's perform'd! For I muſt tempt, 
Wound his ſuft Nature. though my own Hrart akes fort. Ex, 
# Enter Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Menimia, Monimia ! She's gone; 
And ſeem d to part with Anger in her Eyes; 
I am Fool, and ſhe has found my Weakneſs; 
She uſes me already like a Slave | 
Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis'd at will: 
Tos not well done to trifle with my Brother : 
I might have truſted him with all the Secret, 
Open'd my filly Hearr, and ſhewn it bare. 
Buc then he loves her too; but not like me. 
Im a doating honeſt Slave, defign'd 
For Bondage. Marriage-bonds, which I have ſworn 
To wear: It is the only thing I cer 
Hid fre m his Knowledge; and he'll ſure forgive 
The firſt Tranſgieſſion of a wretched Fiiend 
Betray d to Love, and all its lit -le Follies, 
Euter Polydore, and Page at the Door. 


Pol Here place your ſelf. and watch my Brother throughly : | 


Tf he ſhould chance to meet Monimia, make 
Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action ; 
not one Circumſtance without remark : 


Sir, tis your Office, do'c and bring me word. [Ex. Pol. 


Enter 


The ORPHAN Of 
aft. >lonimia, my Angel, was not kind 
* * me hke a Turtle here alone, 22 
To droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 
When thou art from me every Place is deſart, 
And I. methinks, am ſavage and forlorn; 
Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleft, 
Heal my unqu:et Mind, and tune my Soul. 
Aon. Oh the bewitching Tonpues of faithleſs Men 
"Tis thus the falle Hyena makes her Moan, | I 
To draw the pitying Traveller to ber Den; 
Your Sex are io, ſuch falſe Difſemblers all, 
With Sighs and Plaints y'entice poor Womens Hearts, 
And all that pity you, are made your Prey, 
Caſt. What means my Love? Oh, how have I deſerv'd 
This Language from the Sovereign of my Joys? 
Stop, ſtop th i Tears, Montmia, far they tail 
Like banc ful Dee from a ciilemper'd Sky; 
I feel em chill me to the very Heart. 
Mon. Oh you are falie, Caſtalio, moſt forlorn; 
Attempt no farther to delude my Faith. 
My Heart is fixt, and you ſhall ſhake'c no more. 
Caſt. Who told vou ſo? what Hell-bred Villain durft 
Prophane the ſacred Buſineſe of my Love? 
Mon. Your Brother, knowing on what terms I'm here, 
Th'zrh:ppy Object of your Father's Charity, 
Liceatioully difcours'd to me oft Love, 
And durſt affront me with his brutal Paſſion. 
Caſe. Tis I have been to blame, and only I, 
Falſe to my Brother and unjuſt to Thee. | 
For, oh! he loves tt.ce too, and this Day own d it, 
Taxt me with mine, and claim'd a right above me. 
Mon. And was your Love fo very tame to fhrink, 
Or rather than loſe him, abandon me? 
Caſt. I, knowing him precipitate and rafh, 


To calm his Heat, and to conceal my Happineſs, 


Seem'd to comply with his unruly Will; 

Talkt as he talk”, and granted all he ask d; 

Leſt he in Rage might have our Loves betra) d, 
And 1 for ever had Aonimis loft. 


x 
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ith Woman's ſurely loſt: 
i to undo us, 
iſt greedily we ſnatch th' alluring Bat, 
ne'er diſtruſt the Poiſon that it hides. | 
When Love ill-plac'd would find a meansto break, 
It never wants pretences nor excuſe. 
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given him for command, 
ten'd, when he would betray: 
quering Tyrants, you cur Breaſts inyade, 
you are pleas'd to forage tor a while; 
you find new Corquetts out, and leave 
g d Province ruinate and waſte, 
o, Caffalio, vou have ferv'd my Hearr, 
find that Deſolation's ſettled there, 
ſhall ne er recover Peace again. 
Who can hear this, and bear an equal Mind! 
ou will drive me from you, I muit go; 
Monimia, when th' haſt baniſh'd me, 
No creeping Slave, though tractable and dull, 
As artſul Woman for her ends would chute, 
Shall ever dote as | have done: For oh 
No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pain can tell, 
'Tis Heav'n to have thee. and without thee Hl], 
n. Caftalio! ſtay ! we muſt not part. | find 
| My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apace, 

little Quarrels Love muſt needs forgive, 
They rouſe up drowfie Thoughts, and wake my Soul, 
Ob! charm me with the Mu lick ot thy Tongue; 
Fm ner fo bleſt as when 1 hear thy Vows, 
And liſten to the Lanpuaye of thy }eart. 
* Caf. Where am II ſurely Par- dite s reund me! 
Sweets plan- ed by the Hand of Hehe grow here, 
And every Senſe is full of thy Perfection. 
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o hear thee ſpeilłl night calm a mad Man's Frenzy, 
ill by att forgot his Sorrows; N 
But to behold thy Eyes, th amazing Beauties 
Might make him rage again with Love, as I do. ES 
To touch thee's Heav'n, but to enjoy thee, oh ? 1 
* Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one piece! 1 
Sure framing thee Heav'n took unuſual Care, 1 
As its own Beauty it deſign d thee Fair; 5 7» 
And form'd thee by the beſt-lov d Angel there. [By 
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Euter Polydore, and Page. 


AC) ER they fo kind? Expreſs it to me all 
8 W In — "ewill make me think 1 faw it too. 
Page. At firſt I thought they had been mortal Foes; 
 Moumia rap 'd, Caſtalio grew oifturb'd, | 
Lach thought the otter wrong'd, yet both ſo haughry, 
| _— Submiiſion, though Love all the while 
The Rebel play d, and fcarce cou d be contaiu d 
Pol. But what ſucceeded? 
Page. On twas wondrous pretty? 
For of a ſudden all the Storm was paſt, 
A gentle: Calm of Love ſucceeded it; 
Mumia figh'd and bluſhr, Caffalio ſwore; 
As you, my Lord, 1 well remember, did 
To my young Siſter in the Orange Grove, 
When I was fult preteri'd to be your Pape. 
Pol. Happy Caſtalio' Now, by my great Soul, 
| Wambiticus Soul, that languiſnes to Glory, 
| Til have her yer, by my beſt hopes I will. 
She ſhall be mine in ſpight of all her Arts. 
But for Caſtalio why was 1 retus'd? 
| Has he ſupplanted me by ſome fout play, 
\ ' Traduce'd my Honour? Death! he durſt not do't. 
| Tt muſt be io: We parted, and he met her, 
Halt to Compliance brought by me, ſurpriz d 


| De n 
L er Virtue till ſhe : 
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147 your Late; 
_ Bind out ſome Song to pleaſ- me, thar deſcribes 
Womens Hypoeriſie:, their fub:ile Wiles, 

Smiles, feign' d Tears, Inconftancies, 
Their painted Outfides, and corrupted Minds, 
"__ Sum of all their Follies, and their Falſhoods.j 

Enter Servant. 
— Oh the unhappieſt Tydings Tongue cer told! 
Pol. Tae Mitter“ 
Sev. Oh! your Father, my good Maſter, 
As with bis Gueſts he fat in Mirth rais'd high, 
And chas'd the Gobling round be joy ful Board. 
A ſudden trembling ſeiz d on all his Limbs, 
His Eyes diſtorted grew; his Viſage pale! 
His Speech forſook him; Life it ſelf ſeem'd fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now about him. 
| Enter Acaſto leaning on two. 
Acaſt. Support me, give me Air, I'll yet recover; 

- *F'was but a Slip decaying Nature made, 
© For ſhe grows weary near her [Journey s end. 
Where are my Sons? come neir, my Polyaore; 
Tour Brother! where's Caſtalio? 

Serv. My Lord, 
Pye ſearch'd, as you commanded, all the Houſe, 


. He and Monimia are not to be found. Pris well, 


Ataſf. Not to be found then whereare all my Friends? 
I dope they'll pardon an unhappy Fault 
Munmannerly lafirmity has made! 

Death could not come in a more wcl: me Hour, 
For I'm prepar'd ro meet him and tnctninks 
Would live and die with all my Friends about me. 
Enter Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Angels preſerve my dearcit Father's Life, 
Bleſs it with long and uninterrupted Days“ 
Oh! 9 'ull Time it ſelf decay, 


_ 
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Ihe URPHAN. 
in Men wiſh bim dead, cr I offend him! | 
7 22 you, Caſtalio; give me both your Hanids, 

And bear me up, I'd walk: So, now methinks 

] appear as great as Hercules himſelf, 

Supported by the Pillars he had rais d. 
Caſt. My Lord, your Chaplain. I 
Acaſt. Let the good Man enter. 
Chap. Heav'na guard your Lordſhip, and reſtore your 
Acaſt. I have provided tor thee it I _— 

No fawning! tis 2 Scandal to thy Office. 

My Sons, as thus united, ever live, 

And for the Eſtate, you'll find when I am dead 

I have divided it betwixt you both 

Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my Love; 

Only to ſweet Monmmia I've bequeath d 

Ten thouſand Crowns, a lit!!e Portion for her, 

To wed her honourably as ſhe's born. 

Be not leſs Friends becauſe you're Brothers; ſhun 

The Man that's ſingular, his Mind's untcund, 

His Spleen o'er-weighs his Brains; but above all 

Avoid the Politick, the fictious Fool, 

The butie, buzzing, talking, harden'd Knave, 

Tie quaint ſmooth Rogue, that fins againſt his Reaſon; 

Calls fawcy loud Suſpicion, publick Zeal, | 

And Mutiny the Dictates of his Spiri: 

Be very careful how ye make new Friends, 

Men read not Morals now. 'twas a Cuttom, 

But all are to their Fathers Vices born: 

And in their Mothers Ianorance are bred. 

Let Marriage be the laſt mad thing ye do, 

For all the Sins and Follies of he paſt. 

It you have Children, never give them Knowledge, 

'Twiil ſpoil their Fortune, Fools are all the faſhion. 

If you've Religion, keep it to your ſelves, 

Atheiſts will elſe make uſe of Yoleration, 

And laugh ye out on't; never ſhew Religion, 

Except ye mean to paſs tor Knaves of Conſcience. 

And cheat believing Fools that think ye honeſt, 

Enter Serina. 


Ser. My Father / 
Acaſt. My Heart's Darling! 


U we URPFHAYT. | 
Vinx to the Earth. Ne'er let my Eyes have reft, 

But wake and weep till Heav'n reftore my Fa her! 

_ caſt. Riſe to my Arms, and thy kind Prayers are an- 
For thou'rt a wonG'rons Extract of all Goodneſs, ¶ ſwei d, 
Born for my Joy, and no Pains felt when near thee. 


| Enter Chamon?. 
Cham. My Lord, may t prove not an Hnlucky Omen: 

Many I fee are waiting round about 1 uu, 
And | am come to ask a 3leſling too. 

. Acaſt. May'it thou be happy ! 

Cham. Where? 
Acaſt. In all thy Wiſhes / 
Cham. Confirm me ſo and make this F:ir One mine, 

I am unpractis'd in the Trade of Courtſhip, 
And know not how to deal Love out with Art; 
_ Onlſ*ts in Love ſeem beſt like theſe in War, 
Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the force; 
So I would open my whole Heart at once. 
And pour out the abundance of my Soul. 

Arat. What fays Serina? canſt thou love a Soldier? 
One born to Honour and to Honour bred ; 
One that has learn'd to treat ev'n Foes with Kindneſs; 
To wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelt. 

Ser. Oh! name not Love, ſor that's ally'd to Joy, 
And Joy muſt be a Stranger to my Heart, 
When ycu';e in danger. May Chamont's good Fortune 
Render him lovely to ſome happier Maid 
Whit I at friendly diſtance ſee him bleſt, 


Praiſe the kind Gods, and wonder at bis Virtues. - 


A. Chamont, purſue her, conquer and poſſeſs her, 
And,. as my Son, a third of all my Fortune | 
Sball be thy Lot. 

But keep thy Eyes from wandring, Man of Frailty. 
Beware the dangerous Beauty of the Wantor, 

Shun their Enticements; Ruin like a Vulture 

Waits on their Conqueſt: : Falſehood too's their Buſineſs, 
They put falſe Beauty off to all the World; 

Vie falſe Endearments to the Fools that love em, 
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His Sons too are civil to me, becauſe 
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when they „to their filly Husbands | 

. 
Mon. Hear ye that, my Lord? 3 
Pol. Yes, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk thus. 
Aceft. Chamont you told me of fome Doubts that preſt 

Are you yet ſatisfied that I am your Friend! [you. 
Cham, M Lord. I would not loſe that Satisfaction 

For any Bleſſing 1 could wiſh for. 

As to my Fears already 1 have loſt em; 

They ne er ſhail vex me more, nor trouble you. 
Acaſe. I thank you. Daughter you mult do ſo teo. 

My Friends 'tis late, | 

For my Diſorder ſeems all paſt and o er, 

And I metbinks begin to feel new health, el 
Caſt. Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite, 
Acaſt. Yes, Ill o Bed old Men muſt humour Weakneſs, 

Let me have Muſick then to lull and chaſe 

This melancholly Thought of Death awav. 

Goo/-night! my Fiiends, Heav'n guard ye all! Good-night ! 

To Morrow early we'll falu'e the Day, = 

Fiad out new Pleaſures, and redeem loſt Time. 

[Ex all but © hamont and Chaplain. 

Cham. Hiſt, hiſt, Sir Gravity, a word with you. 

Chap. With me, Sir / | 1s 

Cham. It you're at leiſure, Sir? we'll waſte an Hour, 
'Tis yet too toon to ſlecp, and 'twiill be Charity 
To lend your Converſation to a Stranger. 

Chap. Sir, you are a Soldier ? 

Cham Yes. 

Chap. | love 2 Soldier, Tr 

Ard had been one my ſelf, but my | 

Would make me what you fee of me; yet I am honeſt 

For all I wear black. | 3 
Cham. And that's a wonder. 

Have you had long Dependance on this Family? 

Chap. I have not thought it ſo, becaule my Time's 

Spert pleaſantly. My Lord's not haughty nor imperious, 

Nor 1 gravely whymſical; he has good Nature, WES 

And I have Maaners: | 


* 


4 noe pretend to be wiler chan they ne: 
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I meddle with po Man's Buſineſs but my own; 
I riſe in 2 Moroing early, fludy moderately, 
Eat and drink chearfully, [ive foberly, 
Take my innocent Pleaſures freely, 
So meet with Reſpect, and am not the Jeſt ol the Family, 

Cham. Pm glad you are fo happy. 

A pleaſant Fellow this, and may be uſe u 
Knew you my Father, the oli Chaumont 
Chap. | did, and was moit forcy when we loſt him, 


Chap. Every Body lov d him; b-twtes. he was my Malers 
Cbam. | could embrace the tor that very Nation, 
If thou didſt love my Fa her, I could chink 
Thou wouldſt not be an Enemy to me. 
Chap. | can be no Man's Foe. 
Cham. "Chen pri nee tell me; 
Thin k'ſt thou the Lord Caſtalio loves my Siſter ? 
Nay, never ſtart. Come, come, I know thy Oince 
Opens thee all the Secieis of the Family. 
Then it thou art honeſt, uſe this Freedom kindly. 
Chap. Love your Sitter ! 
Cham. Ay, Love her. 
Chap. Sir, I never ask'd him, 
And wonder you thould ask it me. 
Cham. Nay, but th'art an Hypocrite; is there not one 
Of all thy Tribe that's honeſt ia your Schools? 
The pride of your Superiors makes ye Slaves 
Ye all live loathſom ineaking fervile Lives; 
Not free enough to practiie generous Truth, 
Though ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
Chap. I would deſerve a better thought from you. 


And Character, think al! thy Brethren Knaves, 
Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its wor ſt Profeſſor; 
me; for I tell thee, Prieſt, III know. 
Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong'd her. 
Cham. How wrong'd her? have a care: For this may 
A Scene of Miſchief to undo us all. | (lay 
But tell me, wrong'd her, ſaid'ſt thou? 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong d ker. 
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Cham. Why? oidſt thou love hum? [ Friend, | 


. Cham. It thou would'tt have me not contemn tay Office 
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| Cham. This is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortune: 
What ſhall 1 give thee for't? thou dear Phyſician 
Of fickly Souls unfold this Riddle to me, 
and comfort mine | | 
Chap. I would hide nothing from you willingly. 
Cham. Nay, then again thou'rt honeſt. Would'ſt thou 
Chap. Yes, it I durſt. (cell m? 
Cham Why what affrights thee? | | 
Chap. You do, 
Who are not to be truſted with the Secret. 
Cham. Why, I am no Fool. 
Chap. So indeed you lay. 
Cham. Prithee, be ſerious then. 
Chap. You fee I am lo, 
And hardly ſhall be mad enough to Night, 
To truſt you with my Ruin. | 
Cham. Art thou then | 
So far concern'd in't? What has been thy Office? 
Curſe on that formal ſteady Villain's Face! 
Juit ſo do all Bawds look; nay, Bawds, they ſay, 
Cin pray upon occalion, talk of Heav'n, 
Turn up their gogling Eye-balle, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Prieſt. 
Art thou a Bawd? 5 
Chap. Sir, I'm not oſten us'd thus. 
Cham. Be juſt then. 
Chap. So l be to the Truſt 
That's laid upon me. 
Cham. By the reverenc'd Soul 
Of that great honeſt Man that gave me Being, | 
Tell me but what thou know il concerns my Honouy 
And if 1 &'er reveal it to thy wrong, 


| 


May this good Sword ne'er do me right in Battel! 


May 1 ne'er know that bleſſed peace ot Mind, 
— in good and pious Men, like thee! "Moi 
bp. 1 ſee your Temper's moy*d, and I will truſt your 
_ Wilt thou? hs oa 
. | will; but if it ever ſcape you 
Cham, lt never ſhall, 
| Chap. Swear then. 


| ſerve, it never ſhall. 

Chap. Then this good Day, 1 all the Houſe was 
When Mirth and kind rejoicing fill'd each Room, (bulie, 
As | was walking in the Grove I met them. 
What. met them in the Grove together? tell me: 
How, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, bah! 
| Chap. | by her own Appointment met them there, 

eiv'd their Marriage Vows, and join d their Hands. 


Cham. How! marry'd! 


But why would you delay fo long to give it? 
Cham. Not knowing what Reception it may find 

With od Acaſto; may be I was too cautious 

To truſt the Secret from me. 
Cham. What's the Cauſe 

I cannot guefe, tho' tis my Siſter's Honour. 

I do not like this Marriage 

Huddled i 1 dark, and done at too much a Venture: 

The buſintſ locks with an unlucky Face. 

Keep ſtill th- Secret ; for it ne'er ſhall *(cape me, 

Not en to them, the new match'd Pair. Farevyel. 

Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend, [Exe. 

e Euter Caſtalio, and Monimia. | 
Caſt. Young Chamous, and the Chaplain! ſure tis they! 

No matter v hat's cuntriv'd, or who conulted, 

Since my Monimia's mine; tho this fad Look 

Seems no good boading Omen to her Bliſs, 

Elſe, prithee tell me why that Look caſt down ? 

Why that fad Sigh as if thy Heart were breaking? 

Non. Caftalio, 1 am thinking what we've done. 

The Heav'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas d to day! 

For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 

And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 

As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the Sacred Words, 

Paſſion grew big, and | could not forbear, 

Tears drown'd my Eyes, and trembling ſciz d my Souls 
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Caſt. Oh thou art tender all! 
Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature! 
When a fad ftory has been told, I've ſeen 
Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſweli'd, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds; 
But now let Fear be banifſh'd, think no more 
Of danger, for there's ſafety in my Arms; 
Let them receive thee: Heav'n grows jealous now ; 
Sure ſhe's roo good tor any Mortal Creature! | 
| could zrow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to madneſs. 
But wheretore do I dally with my Bliſs? 
The Nizht's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace; 
To Bea my Love, and wake 'till I come thither. 
Pol. So hot, my Brother? [Polydore at the Door, 
Mon. Twill be impoſſible: | 
You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 
Aud the leaſt Noiſe wil: certainly alarm him. 
Caſt. Impoſſible? impothble? alas? 
ect poſſible to live one hour without thee? 
Let me behold thoſe Eyes; they'll tell me truth. 
Halt coou no longing ?; Art thou thil the ſame 
Cold, icy Virgin? No; th'art alter'd quite. 
Haſte, haſte to Bed, and let louſe all thy Wiſhes. 
| Mon, Tis but one Night, my Lord; I pray be rul'd. 
| Caſt. Try it th'aſt Power to ſtop a flowing Tide, 
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Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be calm; 5 
And when that's done Pll conquer my Deſires. 
No more, my Bleſling. What ſhall be the Sign! 
When fhall I come? For to my Joys I'll ſteal bs 
As if I ne'er had paid my Freedom for them. 

Men. Juſt three ſoft ſtroaks upon the Chamber-Door: 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance: 
But ſpeak not the leaſt word; for if you ſhould, 
'Tis ſurely heard, and all will be betray'd. 

Caſs. Oh! doubt it not Monimia; our Joys 
| Sull be as filent as the Exratick Bliſs 
Ot Souls, that by Intelligence converſe: 
| Thought ſhall be loſt, and ey'ry Power diſfoly'd; 


| Caſt. My Polydove, how doft thou? 
How does our Father; is he well recover'd? 
Pol. | le't him happily repos d to Reit; 
He's till as gay as if his Lite were young. 
But bow does fair Monimia ? 
Caſt. Doubtleſs well. 
A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt pleas'd 
Is always joyful, and ber Mind in health. 
Pol. Is the the fame Monimia till the was? 
May we not hope ſhe's ma.ie vi mortal Mould * 
Caſt. She's not Woman elle: | 
Tho Pm grown weary ot this tedious hoping; 
We've in 2 barren Deſart ſtray d too long. 
Pol. Vet may relic: be unexpected found, 
And Loves ſweet Manna cover all the Ficld, 
Met ye to Day? 
Caſt. No, ſhe has ſtill avoided me, 
Her Brother to is jea/0us of her grown, 
And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I wiſh Fd never meddled with the matter, 
And would enjoin thee Polydore—— 
Pol. To what? 
Caſt. To leave this peevith Beauty to her {e'f. 
Pol. What, quit my Love? as ſoon Id quit my Poſt 
In fight, and hke a Coward run away. 
No, by my Stars, I'll chaſe ner til ſhe yields 
To me, or meets her Reſcue in another. 
Caſt. Nay. ſhe has Beauty that might ſhake the Leagues 
Of mighty Kings, and fer the / dat odds: 
- But I have wondrous Reafors vs :: (ide, 
That would perſwade thee, KC * the non. 
Pol. Then ſpeak em. 
What are they? Came ye to cr v kere 
To learn em now? Caſtalis, aa 
Uſe honeſt dealing wich your Flle. er. 
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But can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me. 
Quit your Pretences to her. 


. 


but upon Conditions would oblige me. 
Pol. Youſay, you've Reaſons. Why are they conceaPd? 

| Caf. To Morrow | may tell 

It is a Matter of ſuch Circumſtance, 

A muſt well conſult &er I reveal: 

But, prithee, ceaſe to think I would abuſe thee, 

Till more be known. | 
Pol. When you, Caſtalio, ceaſe . 

To meet Monimia unknown to me, 

And then deny it laviſhly, VU! ceaſe 

To think Caftalio taithleis to his Friend, 

Did I not tee you part this very moment? 
Caſt, It ſeems you've watch d me then? 

Pol. I ſcorn the Office. 

Prithee, avoid a thing thou may'ſt repent, 

Pol. That is, henceforward making Leagues with you, 
Caſt. Nay, if y'are angry, Polydore, Good-Night. Ei. 
Pol. Good-Night, Caſtalio, it y are in ſuch haſte. 

He little thinks I've overheard th Appointment: 

Bur to his Chamber's gone to wait a while, 

Then come and take Poſſeſſion of my Love. 

This is the ut moſt Point of all my Hopes, 

Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 

Oh! for a means now how to Counterplot, 

And diſappoint this happy elder Brother. 

In every thing we do, or undertake, 

He foars above me, mount what height 1 can, 

And keeps the ſtart he got of me in Birth, 

Cordelio ! | 


LY 


| Enter Page. 
Page. My Lord! 
Pol, Come hither, Boy. 
Thou haſt a pretty forward lying Face, | 
And may ſt in time expect Prefet ment; eanſt thou 
Pretend to ſecreſie, c2jole and flatter 5 
Thy Maſter's Follics, and aſſiſt his Pleaſures? 

Vor. U. G 1 Page. 
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My Lord | could do for « "Mm 
8 a ow 1 
Command, what Cer's your Pleaſure Ill obſerve. 
Be it to run, or to watch; of to convey | 
r 's Boſom; 

At leaſt I am not dull, and ſhould learn. 
Pol. Tia Pity then thou ſhould'ft not be employ'd. 
Go to my Brother, he's in's Chamber now 
and 2 

Find out ſome means to vp a while: 
Tell bim a Story that may — | 
His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter what: 
It he ſhould ask of thee. tell bim I'm gone 
To Bed, and ſcat you there to know bis Pleaſure 
Whether be'il | fag Morrow. Well faid Polydora; | 
Difſcmble wich thy Brother: That's one Point. | 
But do not leave him till he's in his Bed; | 
Or it he chance to walk again this way, | 
Folluw and do not quit him, but ſeem fond | 
To do him little Offices of Service. | 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; — . 
Retire, and wait till | come in. A 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 
Page. Doubt not, my Lord: be has been always kind | 
To me; would often ſet me on his Knees; 4 
Then give me Swee:-meats, call me pretty Boy, ! 
And 

Pol. 


'd me what the Maids talkt of at Nights, 
Run quickly then, and proſperous be thy Wiſhes, 


[Exi8 Page | 
m alone and fit for Miſchict; now 3 
this Brother, will't be boneſt, that 
Sign ſhe order d him to give. 
Art of Proteus — | 
Poly./ore to bleſt Caſialio | | 
well acquainted with biin yer, 
may fic her Arms as well as be. | 
when Fam happily | of more 
| — think, 1 
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| Y 
give a double Reliſh to Delight! 
Heav'ns aſſiſt me but in this dear Hour, 
my kind Scars = but propitious now, 
iſpoſe of me hereafter as pleaſe. | 
— Monimia! mY | [Gives the Sign. 
[Maid at the Window.) Who's there? 
Pol. Tis I. 
Maid. My Lord Caſtalio? 
Pol. The fame. nn 
How does my Love, my dear Monimia? 
She wonders much at your unkind delay; 
You've ſtai-i ſo long that at each little Noiſe 
The Wind but makes, ſhe asks if you are coming. 
Pol. Tell her l'm here, and let the Tour fo nh 
Now boaſt, Caſtalio, triumph now and tl 
Thy ſelf ſtrange Stories of a promis'd Bliſs. 
[The Door unbolts. 
It opens, bah! what means my trembling Fleſh?! 
Limbs, do your Office and ſupport me well. 
Bear me to her, then fail me it you can. [E. 
Enter Caſtalio and Page. ; 
Page. Indeed, my Lord, will be a lovely Morning, 
Pray let us bunt. # 
Caſt. Go, you're an idle Pratler, | 
it tay at Home to Morrow); it your Lord 
Thinks fir, he may command my Hounds: Go leave me, 
I muſt go to Bed. | 1 
\ Page. VI] wait upon your Lordſhip, 
B+ "= fit, wer you to repole, | 
, My kind Boy, the Night is tco far walled; 
My Senſes too are quite diicob'd of Thoughr, 4 
G 2 And 
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And all with me to go to reſt. 
Good night: commend me to my Brother. 

Page. Oh! 

You never heard the laſt new Song I learn'd; 
It is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed, [caught 
Of my Lord and my Lady you know who, that were 
by x you _ — My _=_ you it is. 

You muſt be w Young if you ſuch | 
Songs as thoſe are. What means 8 
This Boy's Impertinence to Night ? 

Page. Why, what muſt I Sing, pray, my 2 Lord? 

_ Pſalms, Child, Pſalms. 

Page. Oh dear me! Boys that go to School learn Plalms, 
Bur Pages that are better bred fing Lampoons. 

Caſt. Well, leave me; I'm weary. 

Page. Oh! but you pmis d me laſt time I told you what 
Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and that 
She — © them above Knee, that you would give mea 
little Horſe to go a hunting upon, fo you did. Fil tell you 
no more Stories, except you keep your Werd with me. 

Caſt. Well go, you Trifler, and to Morrow ask me. 

Page Indeed my Lord, | can't abide io leave you. 

Caf. Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend me? 

Page. No, nc, indeed, indeed, my Lord, I was not; 
But I know what 1 know. 

Caf. What doſt thou know? Death ! what can all this 

Page. Oh! I krow who loves lomc-body. [mean? 

Cat. What's that to me, Boy ? 
Page. Nay, and I know who loves you too. 
Caſt. That's a wonder, prithee tell it me. 

Page. Tisis 1 know whcw——but will 

Tou give me the Horſe then? 

T will, my Child. 

Page. It is my Lady Monimia, look you, but dom t you 

Tell her | told you, She'il give me no more ag 
eren a-bed, Man. (then. 

Caf. Talk'd ſhe of me wh os Gul Cordelio? 

; 12 = and I ſung her the Song you made too. 

And the did fo üg, and fo look with her Eyes; 
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And her Breaſts did ſo lift up and down; I could have found 
lu my Heart to bave beat em. for they made me aſham d. 

Caſt. Hark, What's that Noiſe? 
Take this, be gone, and leave me. 


You Knave, you little Flatterer, get you gone, Ex. Pa 
Surely it was 2 Noiſe. Hiſt only Fancy. 
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For all is hufh' as Nature were retir d, 

And the perpetual Motion ſtanding ſtill: _ 

8o much ſhe trom her work appears to ceaſe, 
And every warring Element's at peace; 

All the wild Herds are in the ir Coverts couch'd ; 


The Fiſhes to their Banks or 


Ooꝛe repaii'd, 


And to the murmurs of the Warers ſlcep, 


The feeling Air's at reſt and 


feels no no1ue, 


Except of ſome ſoft Breaths among the Trees, 


Rocking the harmeleſs Birds 
'Tis now that guided by my 


that reſt upon em. 
Love I go, 


To take Poſſeſſion of Menimia's Arms. 

Sure Polydore s by this time gone to Bed. 

At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untract, 
To make a Vilit to his hoarded Gold, 


And feaſts his Eyes upon the 


mining Mammon: [ Knocks, 


She hears me not, ſure ſhe alread 


Her wiſhes could not brook 
And her poor Heart has bear 


y 
it {elf to reſt. [Knocks again. 


Monmia! my Ange|=——=h——tot yet —— 
3 the ſofteſt Moment ot delay 

0 at impatient of its P like mine, 
In fight of Eale and. oh 


Once more — 


panting 


to the Goal? [Knocks again. 


we MOrrnan 


Maid. Who c'er ye we, ye may repent this Outrage, 
11 mult not be difturd'd. Cr TI 

Caft. She muſh, tell her ſhe ſhall; go, I'm in haſte, 
And ring her Tings from he Ste e, 


Le the fad Conſequence be — 
This Creature*s trifling folly makes me mad. 
_—_— My Lady's anſwer is, you may depart, 
She fays ſhe knows you: You are Polydore, 
Sent by Caffalio, as you were to day, 
r xo and do her violence again. 
not believe'r. 
Ai You may Sir. 

Caſt. Curſes blaſt thee ! 

Maid. Well tis a fine cool Evening, and 1 hope 
May cure the raging Feavour in your Blood. 


—_— | 
Caſt. And farewel all that's juſt in Woman! 
© can, > ances Trick to 

My eafie Nature, and torment my Mind; E 
Sure now ſhe'as bound me taſt, and means to Lord it, 


"Tis impudence to think my Soul will bear it. | 
Oh I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my hair: | 
"Tis well, Aoximia, that thy Empire's ſhort; 
Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come, 
And e 
Till be this deteſted place _ [Lies down. | 
Where I will ruminate on _—_—y | 
at. my ſelf, and curſe — 

Monimia! Ob Monimia? | 

Enter Erneſto. 
Pn. Either 


My Senſe has been deluded, or this way, 1 


rr 


* 


* The Onv wi#y 


A Friend. | 
Caf. It thou art fo, retire, Ws 
And leave this place, for | would be alone. 
Ern Caſtalio' My Lord, why in this poſture, 
Strerch'd on the Ground? Your honeſt true old Servant, 
Your poor Erneſto cannot fee you thus; 
Riſe, I beſeech you. 
Caſs. It thou art, Erneſto, 
As by thy honeſty thou feem'' to be, 
Ouce leave me to my Folly. 
Ern. I can't leave you, | 
And ne: the reaſon know of your Diſorders. 


And the firſt Devil ſhe ſaw, ſhe chang'd her Love; 
To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin'd 
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-_ ACT W. SCENEL © 


| caſt. Nei be the Morning that has brought me health, | 
A happy Reſt has ſoftned Pain away, | 
And Tl forget it, though my Mind's not well. | 
A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart. | 

I droop and figh, I know not why Dark Dreams, 
Sick Fancy*s Children, have been over-butic, 

And all the Night play'd Farces in my Brains; 

Met hought I heard the mid-night Raven cry, 


Wak'd with :h' imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtains ſeemd 1 
To ſtart, and at my Feet my Sons appear d 5 
Like Ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff: I trove to ſpea k, | 
But could not: ſuddenly the Forms were luit, | 


And ſeem d to vaniſh in a bloody Cloud; | 
*T'was odd, and for the preſent ſhook my Thoughts, 
— But was cli effect of my diſtempei d Blood; — 
And when the Health's ciſturb'd, che Mind's unruly. & | 
Enter Polydore. | 
Good Morning, Polydore. : | 
; Pol. Heav'n keep your Lordſhip, 


I cannot think all has gone well to Night; 
For as I waking lay (and ſure my Senſe | 
Was then my own) methought I beard my Son | 
 Caffalio's Voice; but it ſeem'd low and mourntul, | 
| Under my Window too ] thought | heard it; 
Muntoward Fancy could not be deceiv'd 
In every thing; and 1 will ſearch the truth out. 
| . Enter Monimia, and her Maid. 2 
Already up Monimia! you roſe | 
Thus early ſurely to out-ſhine the Day ! 
Or was any thing that croſt your Reſt ? | 
They were naughty Thoughts that would not let you ſleep. 
Mow. — IE ST 
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Or if 1 would you are ſo good I could not. 
Thotigh I'm deceiv'd, or you are more fair to Day; 
For Beauty's heighten'd in your Cheeks, and all | 
Your Charms ſeem up, ard ready in your Eyes. 

Mon. The little fhare I have's fo very mean, 

That it may eally admit Addviong 
Though you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 
To give it too much praiſe, and make me proud. 

Hcaſt. Proud of an old Man's Pra'fes! No Monimis! 
But it my Prayers can work thee any good, 

Thou (halt not want the large!t (hare ot em: 
Heard you nn Nie to Night? 

Mo, Noiſr ! my good Lord! 

Aeaſt. Ay | about Midnight. 

Mmm Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. 

Acaſt. You muſt — _ you early to reſt? 

Men. \bout the won ur. Why this Enquiry ? Ai. 

Hcaſt. And went your Maid to bed too? necks , 

Mon. My Lord, I guets o; 

I've ſeldom known her d ſobey my Orders. 

Acaſt. Sure Goblins then, Fairies haunt the dwelling ; 
Fil — enquiry made through all the Houſe, ; 
But I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. 

Good Day to thee, Mon imia— III to Chappel. ¶ EA. Acaſt. 

Mon. II but diſpatch ſome Orders to my Woman, 

And wait upon your Lordſhip there. 

I fear the Prieſt has play d us falſe; it ſo, 

My poor Caſtalio loſes all for me; 

I wonder though he made ſuch haſte to leave me, 

Wat not unkind, Florella! ſurely cwas! 

He ſcarce afforded one kind purting word, 

But went away fo cold: The Kils be gave me 

Seem'd the forc'd Compliment of fated Love. 

Would I had never marry'd! 

Maid. Why? 

Mon. Methinks 

The Scene's quite alter d; _ nat the ſame; 
'F 0 


. Where, Florella? where? 


Is 
Fil meer him there; The Myſteries of cur Love 
Should be kept private as Religious Rites, 
From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes. 

| [Ex. Mon. and Maid 


And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flocks, 
The happy Shepherds leave their homely Hu's, 

And with th-ir Pipes proclaim the new-born day, 
The luſty Swain comes with his weli!-fil'd Scrip 
Of healthful Viands, u hich, when hunger calls, 
With much content and appetite he cats, 

To follow in the Fields his daily Toil, 

And dreſs the Glebe, that yields him Fruits. 
The Beaſts that under the warm Hedges flep:, 
And weather d cut the cold bleak Night, are up, 
And looking towards the Neighb'ring Paſtures, raiſe 


g? To my Chamber lead; 


The chear ful Birds too, on the tops of Trees, 
Aſſemble all in Quires, and with their Notes 


There's no Condition ſure fo curs'd as mine; 
m mwarry'd! *Sdeath! Fm ſped. How like a Dog 


The Voice, and bid their fellow Brutes Good-morrow; | 


Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. | 


Look'd Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chain d? 
Monimia! oh Monima! | 
Mon. I come, | 


1fly to my ador'd Caſtalio's Arms, 
My Wiſhes Lord. May every Morn begin 
Like this; and with our Days our Loves renew. 
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in that thou art — Oh———— 


Ma. What? = 
Art thou not well Caſtalio? Come lean | 
Upon my Breaſts, and tell me where's thy Pain. 

Caſt. Tis here! tis in _ He:d; 'tis in my Heart, 
"Tis every where; it rages like a Madneſs; 
And 1 moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds; 
Nay, wonder not, Menimis; he Slave | 
You thou ht you had ſecur'd within my Breaſt, 
Is grown a Rebel, and hes bruke his Chain, 
And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 
Mon. Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Monimia ? 


They are uſcleſs all: Lm not that pliant Tool, 
That neceſſarv Utenſil you'd make me. 
I know my Charter better — 1 am Man, 
Obſtinate Man; and will not be enſlav d. 

Mon. You ſhall not fear't: Indeed my Nature's eaſie, 
Pl ever live y ur moſt obedient Wite, - 


ſhall be wy Law; 


Ive worn thee to a homely Houſhold Drudge; 
— 


And will you leave me thus? help, help, Florella. 
[He drags her to the Door, and breaks from her. 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel Man. 
Oh my Heart breaks —— I'm dying, Oh — ſtand off; 
Tl not indulge this Woman's weakneſs; i]! 
Chaft, and ſomented, let my Heart ſwell on, 
Till with its I. juries it burſt, and ſhake 
Wit the dire blow tf i- Prilon to the Earth, 
Maid, What fad Miſt ke has been the cauſe of this? | 
Mon.-Caftalio: Oh! how of.en has he ſwore, 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
E'er he would falfifie his Vows to me. 
Make haſte, Contuſion, then: Sun loſe thy light, 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth; 
For my Caſtalio's falſe | 
Maid. Unhappy Day! 
Mon. Falſe as. the Wind, the Water, or the Weather; 
Cruel as Typers o'er their trembling Prey. 
I feel bim in my Breaſt, he tears my Heart, | 
And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood; 1 
Muſt I be long in pain? | 
Cham. In Ters, Monimia 
Mon. Who e'er thou art, 
Leave me »lone to my beloy'd Deſpair, | 
Cham. Lift up thy Eyes, and ſee who comes to cheer 
Tel! me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then thee, 
See if my Soul has reſt till thou haſt juſtice, 
Mien My Brother ! | 
Cham. Ycs, Monin if thou think't 
That I deſerve the Name, I am thy Brother. 


" Kon. Oh Caſtalis! 


* 


Werner 


Mon. Indeed Chamont, 


There's nothing in it but the fault of Nature: . I 
Im often thus ſeiz d ſuddenly with Grief, A 
I know not why. NY 


Cham. You uie me ill, Monimia; | 
And I might think with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 
Of this untaithful Dealing with your Brother. 

Mon. Truly | am not to blame: Suppoſe Pm fond, 
And grieve, tor what as much may pleaſe another. 
Should | upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Faul? you would not do ſe: Would you? 

Cham. Nor, it Lu cauſe to think it was a Friend. 

Mon. Why do you then call this untaithtul Dealing? 

I ne'er concea'd my Soul from you before: 


| Bear with me now, and ſearch my Wour ds no farther, 


For every probing pains me to the Heart. 

Cham. Tis ſign there's danger in't, and muſt be . 
Where's your new Hu band? Still that thouæht diſturbs you. 
What, only anſwer me with tears? Caſtalio! 

Nay, now they ſtream, 


| Cruel unkind Caftalio! is't not ſo? 


Mon. | cannot ſpeak, Griet flows ſo faſt upon me, 
1 will not let me tell the cauſe. 
' d 
Cham. My Moimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear, 
As Honour to ray Name: Dear as the Light 
To Eyes bu juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of Blindneſs. 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt 
The Anguiſh that torments thee? 
Mon O I dare not. | 
Cham. I gave no Friend but thee: We muſt conſide 
In ove another: Two unhappy Orphans, 
Alas, we are; and when J ſee thee grieve, 
Merhinks ir is a Part of me that (uffers. | 
An. Oh ſhwula'tt thou know the Cauſe of my lamenting, 
15 I 


LY The OnPHaAal 


Aden. But when I've told you, will you F 
Within its bounds? Will you not do ſome = POP | 
horrid Miſchiet ? for indeed, Chamont, 
would not think how hardly I've been us'd 
a near Friend; from one that has my Soul 
and therefore treacs it like a = | 
. I will be calm; but has Caſſalio wrong'd thee? 
already waſted all his Love? 4 | 
What has he done? uickly ; for Pm all trembling 
With expectation * horrid Tale. 1 
Mon. Oh! could you think it! 
Cham. What? | | 
Aon. I fear he'll kill me. 
Cham. Hah ! 
Mon. Indeed I do; he's ſtrangely cruel to me, 
Which if ic laſts, I'm fure muſt break my Heart. 
Cham. What h:s he done? 
Man. Moſt barbarouſly us d me: 
Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms; 
In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs and Joys, 
Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted; 
At dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt. 
But when we met, and I with open Arms 


Eo 


Imet Caſtalio tou 


The OnPFnan. 


— 


Daſh thee diſdaintully away with ſcorn! 


Mon. He did; and more | fear, will ne er be Friends, 
Though I ii] love him with unbated Pa ſſion. 

Cham. What, throw thee from him! 

Mon. Yes, indeed he did, 

Cham. So may this Arm 
Throw him to the Earth, like a dead Dog deſpiſed; 
Lameneſs and Lepr« fi, Blindneſs and Lunac, 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of Villain 
Light on me, if, Caſtalio, I forgive thee. | 
Mon. Nay, now Chamont, art thou unkind as he is: 
Didſt thou not promite me thou would'lt be calm? 
Keep my Diſgrace concea F? why ſhoulu'ſt thou kill him? 
By all my Love this Arm ſhould do bim Vengeance. 


Alas | he him till, and though I ne'ec 


Claſp hm again within theſe longing Arms, 


Tet blets lum, bleſs him (Gods) where-cer he goes, 


Enter Acaſto. 
Acaſt. Sure ſome il Fate is towards me; in my Houſe 
I only meet with odneis and diforder ; 
Each V:A.l has a ild diſtracted Face; 
And loc ks as tv! ot Buſineſs as a Blockhead 
In times of danger: Juſt this oy Moment 


Cham. Len you met a Villain. 

Acaſt. Hh! | 

Cham Ves, a Villain. 

Acaſt, 'zve a care, young Soldier, 
How thou'rt too buue with Acaſto s Fame; 


-—- 


The Onrnan. 


ne'cr thy Father; nothing of him's in thee: 

I done in my unhappy Age, | 

To be thus us'd? I ſcorn to upbraid thee, Boy, | 
But I could put thee in remembranc— 


No, VI! calmly hear the Story, 

For I would fain know all, to fee which Scale - 
Weighs moſt — Hah, is not that good old Acaſie? 1 
What have I done? Can you forgive this Folly ? | 

| 


Heat. Why doſt thou ask it? 
- Cham. 'Twas the rude over-flowing 
Of too much Paſſion; pray, my Lord, forgive me. [ Kneels. 
Feaſt. Mock me not, Youth; I can revenge a Wrong. 
Cham. I know it well; but for this thought of mine, 
Pity a mad Man's Frenzy and forget it. 
Hecaſt. I will; but henceforth, prithee be more kind. , 


[Raiſes him. 

Whence came the Cauſe? | 
Cham. Indeed I've been to blame, 
But Pll learn better; for you've been my Father: 
You've been her Father to: —— [Takes Mon. by the Hand. 
Feaſt. Forbear the Prologue e 
And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale. I 

Cham. Tu took her up a little tender Flower, | 

ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 


— nipt; and with a caretu! loving Hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your oven fair Garden, | 
Where the Sun always ſhines: There long ſhe flouriſh'd, 
Grew ſwcet to Senſe, and lovely to the Eye, | 
Till at the laſt a cruel Spoiler cime, | | 
Cropt this fair Role, and rifled all irs Sweetneſs, | 

| Then caſt it like à loathſome Weed away 

2. You talk to me, in Parables; Chamont, 


Te Onewan 


You may have known that I'm no wordy Man ; 
are the Inftruments of Knayes 


uſe em, when they want good Senſe; | | 


Acaft. Pve two, and both I hope have Honour. 
Cham. | hope fo toc bu. 
Acaſt. Speak. 
Cham. I muſt inform ycu, 
Once more, Caffalro — 
Acaſt. Seill, Caſtalio! 
Cham. Yes, 
| Your Son Caſtalio his wrrong'd Menimia. 
Acaſt. Hah! wrong'd her? 
Cham. Marry'd ber . 
Acaſt I'm ſorry for't. 
Cham. Why ſorry? 
By yon bleſt Heav'n there's not a Lord 
But miglit be proud to take her to his Heart. 
Acaſt. il not deny t. 
Cham. You dare not by the Gods, 
You dare nor; all your Fam c mbin d 
In one damu'd Falſhogd to out do Caftalio, 
Dare not deny t. G , wy 
Acaft. How tas io wrong d ber? 1 
Cham. Ask that of him: I ſay, my Siſter's wrong d:: 
Mun imia my Sifter, born as high 4 
And noble as Caſtalio Do her Juſtice, 
Or by the Gods, Fl lay a Scene of Blood, 
Shall make this Dwelling borrible to Nature. 
Fil do'r; heark you, my Lord, your Son Caſtalio Ny 
Take him to your Cloſer, and there teach him Manners, 
Acaſt. You ſhall have Juſtice. | 
Cham. Nay——1 will have Juſtice. | 
Who'll ſleep in ſafety that has done me wrong ? 
My Lord, I'll not diſturb you to repeat 
The Cauſe of this; I beg you (co preſerve 
Your Houſe's Honour) ask it of Caſtalie. 
eaſt, I will. - 


are my 
I am, = Lord, — — 


won undone for ever: Who on Earth 
e fo wretched as Monimia? 

by Caſtalio cruelly forſaken; 

Acaſto: His parting Frowns 

May well inſtruct me, Rage is in his Heart; 

be next abandon'd to my Fortune, 

out a naked Wanderer to the World, 

And branded tor the miſchicvous Monimia; 

| become of me? My cruel Brother 
miſchiefs too, for ought | know, 
Bloodſhed, and horrid Murder : 
the Cauſe of one Man's Death, 


— 2 — nay, more, 
for ever my 
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Enter 
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J come, m » Love. ws bis Ä 
Whar mean theſe Sighs: And why thus beats thy Heart? 
Mon. Ler Let me alone to Sorrow: *Tis a Cauſe 


e'cr ſhall know; but it ſhall with me die. 
rr to whom theſc 


_—” Nay, er not; laſt Night I beard 
His Oaths, your Vows, and to my Torment ſaw 
wild Embraces: Heard th appointment made: 


When you'll complain to me, es 


| Upon my Vanity, that could not keep 


'Pe Onymat 1 


7 did, nn and I curſt the Sound. 
222 my Love? wilt thou be nel er 
Un 
Mon Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Blopes! 
Have you ſworn Conſtancy to my Undoing? 
Will you be ne'er my Friend again? 
Pol. What means ray Love? 
Mon. Away; what meant my Lord 
Laſt Night? 
Pol. Is that a Queſtion now to be demanded? 
I hope Monimia was not much diſpleaſed. 
Mon. Was it well done to treat me hke a Proſti:utez 
Taffaul: my Lay at the dead of Night, 
And threaten me if deny'd Ad mittance 
Yu ſiid you were 
Pol. By thoſe Eyes 
It was the ſame; I ſpent my time much - 


I tell thee i l-natur'd Fair One, I was 
To more advantage on a pleaſant Hill 


Of 14 Joy, and everlaſting Swertneſs. 
Hat —have a Care 

oy — danger near mary 

Mon. I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quiet 
And crown your Soul in wretchedneſs for ever; 
A thouſand horrid Th 
Will you be kind and anſwer me one Queſtion? | 

ly be kind and arr me one Queſtion? 
Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart ; 
Till | had nothing in it left but Love. 

Mon Nay, il conjure you by the Gods, and 
By the Honour of your Name, thats moſt concern d. 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, 


Where did you reſt laſt Night? 
Pol. Within thy Arms 


I triumpht: Reſt had been my Foe. 
Mon, Tis done {oe Jn 
Pol. She faints! No help! who wai's? cla 


The Secret of IS DINED. 
Canfulica ! we fall be dura d anon, 
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” = 
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And 


Or AN 
ly all muſt be betray d. 
Mon. Well —— 
Let Miſchicfs multiply! Let every Hour [4 
Of my loath'd Life yield me enercaſe of Horrour! | 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy Ey es 


VB 
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Monimia ! 


Neer ſhine again, but be ec'ips'd tr ever! 
May every thing I look on {e<m a Pr digr, 
To fill my Soul with Terroure, 'cill I quite 
Forget I ever had Humanity, | | 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Nature! 3 
Pol. What means all this? | | 
Aon. Oh, Polydore, if all | 
The Friendfhip e er you yow'd to good Caſtalio 
Be not a Falſhood, it you ever lov'd 
Your Brother, you've undone your ſelf and me. | 
Pol. Which way can Ruin reach the Man that's Rich, | 
As I am in Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetnels? 
Mon. Oh, I'm his Wife. | 
Pl. What ſays Monimia! hab! | | 
| Speak that again. | 
Aon. I am Caſtalio's Wife. 
- Pol. His marry'd, wr dded Wife? 
Mon. Yelterday's Sun 
Saw it perform'd. 
Nel. And then have | enjoy'd NY 
My Brother's Wite? 
Mon. As ſurely as we both 
Muſt taſte of Miſery. that Guilt is thine, 
Pol. Muſt we be miſerable then? 
Mon. Oh! | 
Pol Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy. 
Mon. Couldſt ed 8 
Happy with ſuch a weight upon thy Soul? 
Fol. It may be yet a Secret: Ill go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee, 
Whil& from the World I take my ſelf away, 
And wafte my Lite in penance for my Sin. | 
Mon. Then thou wouldſt more undo me: Heap a load | 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head : | 
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Wi © its wn — | 
| utn to $ 
X — Ka de mad indeed! £ 
Pol. Nay, then 
Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow an eternal Miſery together. 
Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch? 
Never grow Fond of chearful Peace again? 
Wilt with me ſtudy to be Un appy. 
And find out ways how to ecrefe Affliction? 
Pol. We'll inſtitute new Ar's unknown before, 
To vary Plagues and make 'em look like new ones. 
Firſt, it the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 
A Child be born, it ſhall be murder'd— 
Men No, 
Sure that may live. 
Pol. Why? 
Men. To become a thing 
More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 
1 * cur Infamy, and curſe its Birth. | 
Pol. That's well contriv'd; then thus let's go together, 
Full of our Guil*, diſtracted wliere to roam, = | 
Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe. 
Let's find ſome place where Adders neſt in Winter, 


Loathſome and Venomous: Where Poiſons hang 0 | 


| Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Witches meet 


By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, . __ 
Fat with the Blood of Babes: There well inhabit, « 
And live up to the height of Deſperation ; 
Deſire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flower. N | 

And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of, 4 
Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe plealing harms, 6 pre 


And Fi} no more be caught with Beauty's Charme, 
but when I'm dying take me in thy Arms. Eur. 
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ACT V. SCENE L- 


Caſtalio lying on the Ground. 
SON G. 
I. 
Coma ye Tons, why Hers 0 Be 
's 
an.. 
Let none his Sorrows hide, 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeft Tales of Love; 
And ſee. when your Complaints ye jom, 
If all your Wrongs can equal mine. 
II. 
The happieſt Mortal once was I, 
My Heart no Sorrow: knew. 
Pity the Pain with which I lie, 
2. 

lowaly, very kind, 

Think of my Fate, and ſhun her 
See where the Deer trot à er one 4M 


_ Male Female Father, Daughter. Mother, Son, 


Brother and Sifter mingled all together; 
No diſcontent they know. but in elightful 
Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh Herbage, 
Calm Harbours, luſty Health and Innocence, 
joy their portion; if they tee a Man, 

How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the Monſter ———— 

Once in a Seaſon too they taſte of Love 

Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, 

And in that F. I) drudges all the Year, 
| Enter Acaſto, 
Aeaſt. Caftalio! Caſtalio! 
| Caft. Wo's there 
So wretched but to name Caſt alis: 


% 


U 


— | . "a 
E 


u joy to geen you, though — aid? 
I'm come, in Beauty's Cauſe; — 
A Women! if you love my peace ot Mind, 
Name not a Woman to me; bur co t 
Of Woman were enough to taint my Brains, 
ES Till they foment to madneſs! Oh! my Farther. 
What ayles my Boy ? 
A Woman is the thing 
I would forger, and blot from my Remembrance. 
Aa Forget Monemia! 
Caſt. She to 22 Monimi a! 
The very ſound's ungratetul to my Senſe. 
Heaft. This might ſeem firange; but you Pre found will 
Hide your Heart from me; you dare not truſt to your Father. 
Caſt. No more Monimia 
Arat. Is ſhe not your Wife? 
Caſt. So much the worſe ; who loves to hear of Wife? 
| When you would give all worlly Plagues a Name 
| Worſe — they have already, call em Wife: 
| Put a new married Wite's a ceming Miſchief, 
Faul of her felt: Why, what a deal of horrour 
Has chat poor Wretch to come, that wedded yefterdayF 
Acaft. Cain „ 
Ca. Sure my Lord but mecks me: * 
Go fee Monimia! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me; — 
And leave the Conduct ot this part ot Lite 
To my own Choice. 
caſt. I fay, no more diſpute, 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong'd her. 
Caf. Who has complain d? 
4caft. Her Brother to my Face proclaim'd her wrong'd, 
And in ſuch terms they've warm'd me. 
Brother! Heav'n! 


* + ge nary 


juſt open here 

_— — — r'd out 

Grave at h, wiſht to have grown one piece 

With this cold Clay, and all without » Cube > Py 

| Enter Chamont. 

Cham. Where is the Here famous and renown'd 

For wronging Innocence, and bre: king Vows; 

Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whole ſtubborn Heart, 

Ne Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke? 
A. 1 gueſs, Chamoat, you come to ſeek Caſtalio; 
Cham. l come to ſcek the Husband of Monimia, 
Caf. The Slave is here. | 

Cham. I thought e' er now to'ave fourd you 

Atoning for the Us you've done Chamont: 

For you have wrong'd the deareſt part of him. 

Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; 

And all rhe Tears thy Injuries have drawn 

From ker poor Eyes. are Drops of Blocd from hence. 

Caff Then you are Chamont ? 

Cham. Yes, and I hope no Stranger 

Caft. I've heard of ſuch a Man 

That has been very buſie with my Honour: 

I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 


Cham. Thus I'll thank you. Dram. 
Acaſt By thus gi od Sword, who firſt preſumes to Violence 
Makes me his Fo. [ Draws and interpoſes. 
Yuung Man, it once was thought (Jo Cn 


* 
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| 1 you might truſt your Share with m Vor you 


| Yeurg Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wron 


* Beczule thou know the place is facetify' "A 
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[To Cham... 


me: 


| promis'd you to do Afor.mms right; 
And thought my Word a Pledge, 1 would not "TY 
Bu: you, I find, wou'd fright us to Performance. 

Caſs. Sir, in my younger Years with Cace you taught me, 
That brave Kevenge was ue to 1njur'd Honour; 

ſe not then the Juftice of my Sword, 

Left you ſhould make me je calous ot your Love. 

Cham. luto thy Fatt, er 's Arms thou fly it tor Safety, 


With the Remembrance of an a'.c:ent Friendſhip. 
Caſt. I am a Villain if I will not feek thee, 
Til I maꝝ be r-veng':! for all the wrongs 
Done me by that ungrate ul Fair thou plezd'f for. 
Cham. She Wrong 'd thec! by the Fury in my Heart. 
Thy Father's Honc urs not above Momma's; 
Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue iurer. 
Yeaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the \ſhes of the dead 
With thy capricious Follies; Tre rememorance 


} Ofthe lov'd Creature, that once $14 theie 2 


Cham. Has not been wrong d. 
Caſt. It ſhall not. 
Cham No, nor ſhall 
Menimia, though a helpleſs Orphan, de ſtitute 
Ot Friends and Fortune, though the u happy Sifter 
Of poor; Chamont, whoſe Sword is all bis Portion, 
Be opprett by thee, thou proud 1mp2rious Traitor. 
Caf. Hah! let me tree. 
Cham. Come both, 


Enter Serina. 

Ser. Alas! alas 

The cauſe of theſe Diſorders; my Cham: ? 
Wt has wrong'd thee ? 

Caſs Now where art thou fled 
For ſhelter ? 

Cham. Come from thine, and ſee what ww” 
Shall then betray my Fears. 

Vo l. II. H 
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Shearh up thy angry Sword, and doit affright me: 


 Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt ; 
IF any ot thy Friends have done thee Injuries, 
Fil be reving's, and love thee better for't. 
Caſt. Sir, it you'd have me tLink ycu did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other time, when by cur ſelves 
We fairly may diſpute our Wrongs tugerher, 
Cham. Till then, 1 ain Cats Friend, 
Caſt. Serina 
Fare wel, | wiſh much Happineſs attend you. 
Ser. Chamont's the dearett thing I have on Firth; 
Give me Clan ont and let the World torſike me. 
Cham. Witneſs rhe Gods, how happy Ll am in thee! 
No beautzous Bo ffom of the fragrant Spring, 
Though the fair Child of Nature newly burn, 
Can be {o lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio 
Suppoſe | 1 »a'd a while lay by my YPaltions, 
And be a Beggar in Monimia's Caule, 
Mig hr i be heard? 
ift. Sir, 'twras my laſt Requeſt 
You wou'd; though you I find will not be ** 
So in a word, MH nimia is my Scorn; | 
She baſcly fent you here to try my Fears; 
That vas your butiineſs, 
No art:ul Proſtitute, in Falſhoods practis' d, 
To make advantage of ter Coxcomb's Follies, 
Could hve done mor Diſquiet vex her tor't. 
Cham. Farewel. [Ex Cham. and Ser. 
$ - Caſt Farew:! —— My Father, you ſeem troubled. 


caſt. M ou had been abſent when this boiſterous Brave 


Came to difturb thee thus: I'm griev'd | hinder'd 
Thy juſt Refentment=— But Mongmia——— 
Caſt. Damn ber, | 
ast. Do c curſe her. 
Caſt. Did I? 
Hens Tem. 
Caſt. I'm forry for't. 


Ae. Merhinks, as if I gueſs the Fault's but fm 
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Acaff. What has ſhe done? 
Caſt. That ſhe's my Wife, may Heay'n and you forgive me. 
Acaſs Be reconcil'd then. — 
Caſt. Ne, ; 
Acaft. Go ſee her, 
Ca No. 
Acaſt. Vil fend and bring her hither. 
Caft. No. | 
Acaſt. For my lake, 
Caſtalro, and the quiet of my Age. 
Caſt Why will you urge 2 thing my Nature ſtarts at? 
Acaſt Prithee forgive her. 
Caſt. Lighenings firſt ſhall blaſt me. 
I tell you, were the proſtrate at my Feet, 
Full of her Sexes beſt diſſembled Sorrows, 
And all that wondrous Beauty of her own, 
My Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften, 
yy Enter Forella. | 
Fr. My Lord, where are you? Oh Caſtaiio? 
caſt. Hark. 
Caſt. What's that? | 
Flor. Oh ſhew me quickly, vrhere's Caſta':o. 
Acaſt. Why, what's the Buſincis? 
Flor. Oh the poor Monimia ! 
Caft. Hah! 
Acaſt. What's the matter? 
Hor. Hurry'd by Deſpair, 
She flies with fury over all the Houſe, 
Through every Room of each Apartment, crying, 
@ | Where's my Caſtalio? give me my Caſtalio: 
except ſhe ſecs you, ſure ſhe'll grow diſtracted. 
| Caf. Hah! will the? does ſhe name Caſtalio? 
| And with ſuch Tenderneſs? Conduct me quickly 
I To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father! 9 
Aaaſt. Then wilt thou go? Bleſſings attend thy purpoſe. 
Ca. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in Sadneſs, 5 
And be a Man; my Heart will not forget her, 5 
2 Bur do not tell the World you ſaw this of me. 
' Kaft, Delay not then, a hacks, 
" 8 4 


Love. 
Caſt, 
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: _ Oh 1 will throw m impatient Arms about her, 
In her ſoit Boſom ſigh my Soul to Peace, 
Till through the panting Breaſt ſhe finds the way 
To mculd my Heart, and make it what ſhe will. 
Monimia ! Oh! | [ Ex, Acafl. Caſt. 
Enter Monimia. 
Mon. Stand off, and give me roam, | | 
1 will not reſt till I bave found Cat,, | = 
My Wiſhes Lord, comely as riſin Day, | 
Amicft ten thouſand eminen'!y known. 
Flowers ſpring where- er he Trends, his Eyes, 
Fountains of Brightnetfs, cheering a about him! | 
When will they ſhine on me? Ib tay my Soul! 
1 cannot die in Peace till I h. ve {cen him. ; 
Caſtalio Re-enter s. | 
Caft. Who talks of dying with a Voice fo ſwect, 
That Life*s in love with it? 
+ Aon. Hark | tis be that anſwers; 
So in a Camp, hot uy 1 at the dead of Night, 
It bur the Trempet's cheirful uoiſe 15 heard, 
All at the 11, nal Way rom wvwny Re 2|t, 'F 
And ev ry Heart awakes, as mint does now. 
Where arc thou? | 
Cafe. Here, my Love, 
Non. No nearer, left I vaniſh. 
Caſt, Have i ben in & Dream then all this while! 
Aud art thou tut the Shadow of Moenimia! 
*. hy Coſt thou fly me thus? 
Nen Oh! Were it poſlible that we could drown 
I. dak (Avio but a tew paſt Hours, 
V mig IT be happy. 
C:f let then 10 bara, Monimia, to forgive 
Aal, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee? 
Fer! my! love thee, though it prove my Ruin. | 
V tuch Wey ball! Court thee? 5 
ns 11511 do to be enough thy Slave, | 
nd attic ile lovely Pride that's in thee ? 
Br Pt ice te thee, . weep a Flood before thee. 
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| And cannot fee the Man 1 fo have wrong d. 
; Caft. Thou haſt not wrong'd me. 

| Mon. Ah! alas thou takt 

| 


Juſt as thy poor Heart thinks; have not I wrong'd thee? 
Ca. No. | | 
Mo. Still thou wander | in the dark, Clio; 
But wilt e'er long fumble on horrid danger. 
Caſs, What means my Love! 
Mon. Couldſt thou but torgive me! 
| _ Caf. What? 
| Mon. For my Fault laſt Night; alas, thou canſt not. 
Caſt.. I can, and do. 
| Mon. Thus crawling on the Farth 
Would I that Pardon meer; rhe only ching 
Can make me view the Face ot Heav'a with Hope. 
| Cat. Then I-t's draw ncar. 
| Mon, At me! 
Caſt. So in the Fic! is, 
When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, 
The ſcatter'd Lovers oi the teather'd Kind. 
Seeking when Danger's paſt to meet again, 
Make moan, and call, by ug degrees approach; 
Till joyning thus they bill, and ſpread their Wings, 
Mur muriag Love, and Joy, their Fears are over. 
Mon Yet have a c:re, be nat too fond of Peace, 
Leſt in purſuance of the zoodly Quarry, 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that diſtracts thee, 
Caſe. My better Angel, then do thou inform me, 
What Danger threatens me, and where it lies: 
Way didſt then (prithee ſmile and tel me uh.) 
Wnen I ſtood waiting underneath the Window. 
| Quaking with fie ce and violent Defir*s, 
1 dropping De vs fell cold upon my lead, 
Darkneſs enclos d, and the Winds whiftied round me; 
Which with my wiourniul Sighs made ſuch fad Mutick 


As might bave nod the hardeſt Heart; why wert thou 


Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſeleſs of my Pains? 


Hh 3 Men. 


= 274 The OnyPHAR. 
d Did 1 not beg thee to forbear Inquiry? 
Read'ſt thou not — in my Face that ſpeaks 
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Caf. It hbouring in the Pangs of Death 

| © Thou would ' do any thing to give me caſe; 

Untold this Riddle e'er my Thoughts grow wild, | 
And [et in Fears of ugly form upon me. 


— Mozuimia, poor Monimia tells you this, 
We ne'cr muſt meet again 

Ca. What means my Deſtiny? 
For all my good or evil Fate dwells in thee: | 
© Mew mcet again! | 
EY * Aon. No, never. | 


On Earth, that dares not look like thee, and ſay fo? 
Thou art my Heart's Inherirance, I ſery'd 4 
A long and painful, faithful Slavery for thee; | 
And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought Bleſſing? 

Mon, Time will clear all, but now let this conteut you; 


(With torment I muſt tell it thee, Caſtalio) 4 

Ever to be a Stranger to thy Love; | 1 

In fome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, 

And from this Day to fee thy Face no more. | 
Caſt. Where am I? ſure ] wander midſt Inchantment, 

And never more ſhall find the way to Reft; | 

Bur, oh Monimia, art thee indeed reſolv'd, 

To puniſh me wich everlaſting Abſence ? 

| © Why turn thou from me? I'm alone already; 
+ Methinks I ftznd upon a naked Beach, 

Sighing to Winds, and to the Seas complaining, | 


| Where all the Treaſure of my Soul's embark's; 
Wilt thou not turn Oh could thoſe Eyes but ſpeak 


- , * | 


Mon. My Heart won't let me ſpeak it; but remember, + 


Caſt, Where's the Pow'r | 


"= Heav'a has decreed, and therefore I've reſolv'd, | 


Whil:t atar off the Veſſel fails away, 
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j T (ould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 
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They ſwell, they preſs their Beams upon me ſtill: 

Wilt thou not ſpeak? if we mult part for ever, 

Give m2 but one kind Word to think upon, 1 

And plate my felt vichal whilſt my Heart's breaking. «4 
Mon. Ah poor Caſtalts ! Ex. Moni mia. 
Caſt. Pity, by the Gods, 

She puics uc; then thou wilt go eternally ? 

What meins al this ? why all this ſtir to plague 

A fingle Wretch? It but your Word can ſhake 

This Work co Atomes, why fo much ado 


Wich me? think me bur dead, and lay me fo. 
Exter Polydore. | 
Pol, To live, and live a Torment to my ſelf, 
What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condition ? 
We have little Knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, 
becnule ir cannot tell us, what's to come. | 6s 


|  Methinks my Fo ydare appears in Sadneſs, 
| Pol. ladeed and fo to me does my Caſtalis. 


| 
4 Pol. My Name is Polydore. 
| Caſt. Canſt thou in foren m.... 


Caſt. Wao's there? 
Pol. Why, What art thou? 
Caſe. My Brother Polzdore? 


Pol. Of what ? 

Caſt. Of my AMonima? 
Pol. No. Godd- day. 
Caft. In haſte ? | 


u. Dol? 
e Thou oft. 
| Caſt, Alas! I've wonerous Reaſon ; 
'm trangely alter, Brother, tiace I ſaw thee, 
Pol, Why? 
Caft Oh, to tell thee would but put thy Heart 
To pain; let me embrace thee bat a lit:1e, 
And weep upon thy Neck; 1 would repoſe 
Within thy triendly Buſora all my Fo!lizs, 


| For thou wil: pardon em, becaule th'are mine. 


Pol. Be not too credulous, conſider ficſt. 
Friends may be falſe. 1s there no Friendſhip falſe ? 
| Ss 


* 


1 — [ have none to give thee. 
thou not love me then ? 

more than Life: 

1 never ad « 7 hought of , Caftalio 

the Friendſhip we bad vow'd together. 
dealt io by me? 


Caf. I hope I have. 
Pol. 


Then tell me why this Mourning, this Diſorder? 


Caff. Oh, Foy ore. I kaow not how to tell thee, 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 
The Story of my Tongue. 
Pol. 1 gricve, my Friend 
Knows any thug which he's aſham d to tell me; 
Or did'ſt thou e er conceal thy Thoug its from _ 
Cafi. Oh, much too oft ; 
Bur let me here conjure thee, | 
By all the kind Affection of a Brother, 
(For I'm aſham'd to call my felt thy Friend) 
Forgive me. 
Pol. Welt go or. 
Cad. Our Deſtiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love! 
Th u bke 3 Friend, a conſtant generous Friend, 
* 5 arſt Pangs did? traſt me with thy Paſſior, 
"0 1 fi! ſmooutir'd my Pain with Smiles betore thee, 
- d made a Contract 1 ner meant to keep. 
Pol. How ! 
Caft. Seil new ways I ud ed to abuſe thee, 
And kept the? 2s a Stranger io my Pitlio:, 
Till Yeſterd:y T weddedt wich Monin ia. 
Pal. Ay, Caſta io, was that well done? 
Cajt. No, to conceal it from thee, was much 2 Faul*. 
Pol. A bauit! when thou halt heard 
The Tale Il tell, what wilt thou call it then? 
Caſt Ho v my Heart throbs! 
Pol, Firſt, tor thy Friendhip, Traitor, 
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I've loſt all Happineſs, and know not why: 


Or Polydore a Foe, that was not mine? 
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1 concel't thus; after this Day I'll ne'er 
Hold truſt, or converſe, with the falſe Caftalio; 
This, witneſs Heav'n. 

What will my Fate do with me? 


What means this, Brother? 

Pol. Perjur'd, treacherous Wretch, 
Farewel. 

Caſt. I'll be thy Slave, and thou ſhale uſe me 
Juſt as thou wilt, do but torgive me. 

Fol. Never. | 

Caſt. Oh! think a little what thy Heart is doing; 
How from cur Infancy. we Hand in Hand 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together; 
One Bed has held us, and the lame Detires, 
The ſame Averſions ſtill employ'd cur Thoughts: 
When Cer had I a Friend, that was not Polydore's; 


Ev'u in the Womb we embrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For the firſt Faulr, abandon and torſake me, 
Leave me amidſt Afff ctions to my elf, M0 
lung d in the Gulph of Grief, and none to help me? 
Pol. Go to Monimia, in her Arms thou'it find 
Repoſe; ſhe has the Art ot healing Sorrows. a 
Caſt. What Arts? | | 1 
Pol, Blind Wretch, thou Husband! there's 2 Queſtion ; | 
Go to her fulſom Bed, and wallow there, 
Till ſome hot Ruthian, full of Luſt and Wine, | 
Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain, 
Caſt. Hold there, I charge ther. 
Pol. Is ſhe not a | 
= —_— ? 
. Ay, Whore; I think that Word needs no explaining, 
Caſt. Alas, I can forgive ev'n this to thee; 
But let me tell thee, Polydcre, Lm griev'd 
To find thee guilty ot lach low Revenge, 
INES Tims which chan not ruin, | 
Pob It ſeems I lye then. | | 
Ca. Should the braveſt Man \ 
That e er wore conquering Sword, but dare to whiſper” 
. 11 7 What | 
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Methought 1 heard a Voice 
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What thou proclaim'ft, he were the worſt of Lm 
My Friend may be miſtzken. 
Pol. Dam the Evaſion; 


Caſt. Do, draw my Sword, and thruft it thro* my Heart 
There's no Joy in Life, it thou art loſt. 
A baſe- Horn Villain! 
Pol. Yes, thou never cam'ſt 
From old Acaſes Loyns; the Midwife put 
A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me 
Plac'd fome courſe Peaſant's Cub, and thou art he. 
Caf. Thou art my Brother ſtill. 
Pol. Thou ly'f. 


then : He draws, | 
| R Ct | f 


Pol. A Coward's always fo. 

4 Ab h — that ſtings home: Coward! 3 
Ay. baſe-born Coward, Villain. (thee, | 
Cab. This to thy Hearr then, tho' my Mother bore | 

rg _—_ drops his Sword, and runs on Caftalio. 
Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 
Caff. What have 1 done! my Sword is in thy Brealt. 

4 80 1 would have it be, thou beſt of Men, 

Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt Friend. ſtie 

Caſt. Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are J- 


Yar painted merciful, Friends to Innocence: 


If fo, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head ? 
Pol. Blame not the Heay' ns; here lies thy Fate, Caſlalis; 
Tb'are not the Gods, tis Pelydore has wrong'd thee; 


I've ſtain d thy Bed, thy apo * Joys 


oo aft Night the horrid Deed 


Was done; when all things flept, but 2 — 


Coſt. Now, where's Monimia? Oh! 
Enter Monimia. 
Aon. I'm here, who calls me? 
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And * will mike a Wretch of me indeed. 


But ignorant of that, 


None but my ſelf could e er have been fo curſt. 


Sypect as the Shepherd*s Pi the Mountains, 
When all his little Flock's 122222 
But what means this? here's Blood. 
Caſt. Ay, Brother's Blood; 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting Pains ? 
Pol. O let me charge thee by th' eternal Juſtice, 
Eurt not her tender Lite! 
Caſt. Not kill her? Rick me, 
Ye Powers above, with all your choiceſt Torments, 
Horror ot Mind, and Pains yet uninvented. 
If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, 
And treat Revenge ſome way yet never known. 4 
Mon. That task my ſelt have finiſh'd, I ſhall die C 
Before we part; I've drunk a healing Draughe 
For all my Cares, and never more ſhall wrong thee. 
Pol, Oh, ſhe's innocent. 
. Tell me that Stor,, 


Pol. Hadſt thou, Caſtalio, us me like a Friend, 
This ne er had happcn'd; hadſt thou let me know 
Thy Muiage, we had al now met in Joy: 


Hearing th' appoinment made, enrap'd to thi: k 
Thou hadſt ou! one me in ſuccelsful Lore, 
I in the dark went and ſupply d thy place; 
Whilſt all rbe Night midſt our triumphant Joys, 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 
Embrac'd, careſs d, and call'd me her Caſtalio. 
Caſt. And al! this is the Work of my own Fortune: 


My fatal Love, alas! has ruin'd thee, 
Thou faireſt, godlieſt Frame the Gods e er made, 
Or ever human Eyes, and Hearts adoi'd! 
Fve murder'd too my Brother. 
Why wouldſt thou dudy ways to damn me furcher, 
And force the Sin of Parricide upon me ? 
Pol. Twas my own Fault. and thou art inr.ocent; 
Forgive the barbarvus Treſpaſs of my Tongue, 
"Twas a hard Violence; I cou'd bave dy'd 
With Love of thee, ev'n when I und — 


150 The ORPHAN. 
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wut thou receive Pollution to thy Boſom, 
And cloſe the Eyes of one that has betray'd thee? 
Oh I'm the unhappy Wretch, whoſe curſed Fac 
Has wei; hd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 
Why then bus kind to me? | 
Mn. When l'ar laid low in the Grave, 3 1 
May & thou be happy in a fairer ride; 
But none can ever love thee like Mon:mia. | 
When I am dead, as preſently I iha!l be, 
(For the grim Tyrant grafps my cart already) 
Speak well of we; and it tlicu find ill Tongucs 
Too buke with my Fame, don't hear me wrony'd; 
"Twill be a noble Juſtice to t e Memory 
Of a Wretch, once honowr'd with thy Love. 
Huw my Head (wims! 'Tis very dark. Good-night, Die, 
... 4 It I furvive thee! what a Thuught was that! 
Thank Heav'n | go prep ar d 2gainſt that Curſe. 
Enter Chamonr, ** 'd, and ſeiz.'d ty Acaſto and Servant, 
Cham. G.pe Hel, and {waliuw me to quick Damnation, 
Tf I forgive your Houſe, if I not live 
An everlaſting plazue to thee, Acaſto, | 
And all thy Race. I have o'er-power'd me now; 
But bear me, Heav'n! Ah here's the Scene ot Death, 
My Sifter, my Monimia! Breathleſs! now, 
Ye Powers above, if y*have Juitice, ſtrike, 
Strike Bolts chro* me, and turo' the curſt Caſtalio, 
Acaſt. My Polydore. 
Fol. Who calls? 
Acaſt. How can.'t thou wounded ? 
Caſt. Stand off thou ho: - brain d boiſterous noilic Ruffun, 
And leave me to my Surrovs. 
Cham. By the Love 
I bue her Kine, | will nc'er forſake, 
But here remain ti l my Heart burſt with ſobbing» | 
Caf. Vaniſh charge thee, or [Draws #4 Dagger. 
Cham. Thou canſt not kill me, 
Tia: would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 


Aud fo's Monimia, only I'm to blame: 


Scald me with 


181 
Heaft. What means Caſtalio? Sure thou wilt not pull 

More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head. 

Tell me, I beg you, tell me the fad cauſe 

Of all this Ruin. 

But us too long for one in Pains to tell; 

You'll in my Cloſet find the Story written 

Of all our Woes. Caſtalio s Innocent, 


The Onynan 


Inquire no farther. 
Caſt. Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unju{tly haſt pur ſu'd me with thy Hate, 
And ſought the Lite of him that never wrong'd thee : 
Now if thou wilt embrace a noble Vengeance, | 
Come join wit? me and curſe. 
Cham. Wha: ? 
Caſt. Firſt thy elf, 
As I do, and the Hour that gave thee Birth: 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World. 
To ſpoil all truſt and converſe amongſt Men; 
'Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries need!e's Fears, in Cities Factions, 
In States Rebellior, and in Churches Schiſm : 
'Till all things move againſt the Courſe of Nature; 
Till Forms diſſolv d, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 
Ard the Originals of Being loft. 
Acaſs. Have Patience. 
Caſt. Patience! preach it to the Winds, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires; the Knaves 
That teach it laugh at ye, when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common needs of Life, 
Leprofie, let Friends forſake me, 
Ell bear it all; but curſt to the Degree 
That I am now, tis this muſt give me Patience : 


Thus | find Reſt, and ſhall complain no more. _ 
. MN 
1 


Chama, to thee my Bir-rgh benen; 


rong d, be kind to poor Serina. | 
beg, is, lay me in one Grave | 
with my Love. Farewel, I now am——mthing, | 
Cham. Take care of good Acaſto, whillt I go — 
To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd vs, 

*Tis thus that Heav'o its Empire does maintain, 
It may Afflict, but Man muſt not complain, 
| Exeunt omnes 


E PI L O G UE. 


* O U ve ſeen one Orphan ruin A here, and 7 | 
May ve . 


he next, if old Acaſtu die: 

Should it trove ſo, I'd ſain amongjt you find, 
Who tis would to the Fatherlejs be md. 
Td whoſe Protection might I ſafely g: 
Is there amongſt you no good Nature? No. 
"What ſhou'd 1 do? ſhould I the Godly ſeek, 
And go a Conventicklng twice a Week? 
Dit the lewd Stage, and its prophane Pol'ution, 
Aﬀe# each Form and Saint-like Inſtituti-n, 
30 draw the Brethren all to Contribution? 
Or ſhall I (as 1 gueſs the Poet may 
Within theſe three Days) fairly run away? 
No, to ſome City-Lodgings Til retire, 
| Sen very Grave, and Privacy deſire: 
Mill I am thought ſome Haireſi rich in Lands, 
_ Fled to eſcape a cruel Cuardians Hands, 

Which may produce a Story worth the telling 
Of the next Sparks that go a Fortune-ſtealing. 
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tothe Remembrance of many Extraordinary 


to be near You, and bred under the ſame” 


TO THE 


Lord Viſcount FALK LAND. 


My Lord, 
EN firſt it entred into my 
7 8 to make chis Pre- 
ſent to Your Lordſhip, I re- 


ceived not only Encourage- 
wcut, but Fleaſurez ſince 


upon due Examination of my Self, I found it 
was not a bare Preſumption, but my Duty -:} 


Favours which I have reccived at your 
Hands. 
For heretofore having had the Honou 


Diſcipline with You, I cannot but own, 
that in a great Meaſure I owe the ſmall 
Share 


" The Epifthe Dedicatory. ® 
Share of Letters I have to Your 


dio de aſham'd of Idleneſs; and I firſt grew 
I ; 
; In love with Books, and learn'd to value 


them, by the wonderful Progreſs which 

even in Your tender Years You made in | 
them; fo that Learning and Improvement | 
grew daily more and more lovely in my | 


Eyes, as they ſhone in You. 


ſhip's Fame and Employments grow a 


which ſung of him. 


My flender humble Talent muſt not * 


for it; for You have a Judgment which | 
muſt always ſubmit to, a general Good- 


* neſs which I never (to its worth) can va- 


lue: And who can praiſe that well which 
ne knows not how to comprehend ? 


Mr. Waller. 
ks 4 
5 „ 


For Your Lordſhip's Example taught me 


Vour Lordſhip has an 3 Rex 
fon to be a Patron of Poetry, for Your | 
great Father loved it. May Your Lord- | 


great, or greater than his were; may | 


Your Virtues find 2 Poet to record them, | 
equal, (if poſhble) to that great * Grams | 


Alreacy | 


»w FP De 
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len of the beſt Judgment are fix'd upon 


You: For whereſoever You come, You” 
have their Attention when preſent, and 
their Praiſe when You are gone: And I am 
ſure (if I obtain but your Lordſhip's Par- 
don) I ſhall have the Congratulation of all _ 
my Friends, for having taken this Oppor- 
tunity to expreſs my (elf 
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Your Lore pip 


% Humble Servaui, 


Tro, Orwar. 


And Thoughts eas were Immortal as his Mind. 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


[| N Ages paſt, (when will thoſe times renew?) 
Whew Empires flauriſp'd, ſo did Poets too, 
When great Auguſtus the World's Empire held, 

Horace and Ovid's happy Verſe excelPd, 
Ovid's ſoft Genius, and his tender Arts 
Of moving Nature, melted bardefs Hearts. 
Je did ib Imperial Beauty, Julia, move 


To liſtew to the Language of his Love. 


With raviſb'd Senſe in ber Embraces preſt, 

He lay tranſported. fancy-full and (%. 

Horace's lofty Genius boldlicr rear'd 

His manly Head, and through all Natare ſteer d 
Her richeſt 8 ia his Verſe reſin d, 

And wrought em to the reliſh of the Mind. 


He laſp'd, wish a true Poet's jearieſs Rage, 


Her Father bonour'd him: And on ber Breaſt, 


De Villanies and Fillies of the Age. 


Therefore Mecznas, that great Far'rite, rais'd 
Him high, end by hin was be highly praisd. 


© Our Shakeſpear wrote tu in an Age as bleſt, 


The happieſt Poet of his Time, and beſt ; 

Al gracious Prince's Favour chews hs Muſe, 
A conſtant Favonr he ne er ſear” d to loſe. 
Therefore he wrote with Fancy auconſin d, 


And | 
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"PROLOGUE. 
And from the Crop of his Inxuriant Pen 


Fier fince ſucceeding Poets humbly glean. ” 


much the moft un worthy of the Threng, 


| Our this Day's Poet fears bas done him wrong. 
i greedy Beggar that ſteal Sheaves away, 
| * find h*hbas ried 2 of half a Play, 


Amidſt his baſer Droſs you'll ſee it ſhine 

Ms beantiful, ai1a%'ng, and divine. 

To fach low Shifts of late are Poets worn, 

Whilſt we bot, and Cular's Abſence monrn. 
0h! when will He and Poetry return? - 
When ſhall we there again bebe him [is | 
Mia forning Boxes and à Courtly Pit, 8 | 
The Lord of Hearts, and Preſident of Wit? 
Wien tha; bleſs Day (uit may it come) appears, 
His Cares once baniſh d and his Nation's bears, 
The joyful Maſes on their Hills ſhall ſing 
Triumphant Songs of Britain's happy King. 
Plenty and Peace hall fluuriſh in our Ie, 


Aud all things lise the Engliſh Beauty ſmile, 


lan, Criticks, Mall forget your Natnral Sprite, « 
And Poets with unbounded Fancy write, c 


| Eva this Day's Poet ſhall be alter'd quite: 


Hs Thoughts more loftily and freely fluw; 


dud be himſelf, whilſt you his Verſe allow, : 


As much tranſported as he's humble nv. 
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« Dramati Perſone. 
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Mr. Bettertm, | 
Mr. Williams. | I 
Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Percivale. 
Mr. Glow. 


ug | 
3 Mr. Williams. | 
Mr. Jevon. | , 
Ons; Mr. Underhil. wh 
Ancharius, a Senator. 3 
| IE 
Aporheca 1 
1 — s Son. | £ 


Guards, Lictors. [ 
3 ” Ruſhans, Tc. 
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* ping Liberty! Liberty ! Marius and Sulpitits! 


| Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! Ce. 
| Exter Metellus, Antonius, Cinna, and Senate. 
> 


METELLUS. 4 
HEN will the Turlar Gods of Rome 
= To fix the Order of our way ward State, 
BS That we may once more know each 


| Agitfirſtto govern, and who mult obey? 
| Tt was not thus when Godlike Scipio held | 
The Scale of Power; 29 


Knew how to guide the People's Liberty t 
In its full Bounds, nor did the Nob!es wrong, | 
For he himſelf was onc 
Ci. He was indeed 

A Noble born; and ſtill in Rowe there are 
Moſt worthy Patrons of her ancient Honour, 

Such as are fic to fill the Seat of Pow'r, 

And awe this riotous unruly Ra Hle, 

That bear down all Authority betore em, 

Were we not fold to Ru:n, 

Met. Cimas, there 
Thou it hit my Mark: We are to Ruin ſold 
In all things fold; Voices are od in Rome: 
4 And yet we boaſt of Liberty. Juſt Gods! 
That Guardians of an Empire ſhould be choſen 
By the lewd Noiſe of a licentious Rout ! 
The ſlurdieſt Drinker makes the a leit Stare ha- 
. Would it not anger any truc-Lorn Romain. 

To fee the giddy Multirnde together. 

Never conſulting who tis beft delete, 

But who tealts ligheſt to obtain thew Suffrage ? 

As Ys not many Fears ſince to- great Men 

In Rome ood equal Candidates tome her, 

For high Command: In every Houlc vas Riot, 

To Day the drunken Rabble reel to one, 

To Morrow they were med again fer ther; 

Changing their Voices with their Entertainmen“ 
Aud none could gucſs en whom the Choice would ſettle; 

Till de che laſt a Stratagem was thought of. 

A mighty Veſſel of Falernan Wine 
Was brought into the Forum crown'd with Wreaths 
Of Ivy, lacred to the Jolly God. 
The Monfter- people roar'd aloud for [oy : 
When ſtreight the Candidate himie!t appears 
In pomp, to grace the Preſent he had made em. 
The Fools all gap's. Then when a whiie he had 
With a {moorh Tale tickled their Aſſes Ears. 
Mat both ends tzpp'd his Butt, and got the Conſulſhip. 

Ci. This Curſe we owe to Marius's Pride, 

That made him firſt moſt baſely bribe the People 
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Met. There Rome's better Genius 
Let us conſult and weigh this Subject well, 
O Romans, he's the Thorn that galls us all. 
Our baraſs d State is crippled with the weight 
Of his Ambition: We're not ſafe in Marius. 
Do I not know his Riſe, his o beginning, 
From what a wretched deſpicable Root 
lis Greatneſs grew? Gods! that a Peaſant's Brat, 
Born in the outmoſt Cottages of ,, | 
And foſter d in a Corner, ſhould by Bribee, 
| By Covetouſneſs, and all the hateful Means 
Of working Pride, advance bis little Fir: 
3s high, to vaunt it o'er the Lords o Rome! 
. Ambition, raging like a Demon in kim, 
'F Diltorts him to all ugly Forme, ſhe as nced to uſe. 
| Tn his firſt ſtart of Fortune, O how vile 
| Were his Endeavours and Submiſſions then! 
| Vhen ſuing to be choſen ficſt Edils, 
| He was by general Vote repuls'd, yet bore it; : 
| And in the fame Day ſhame'ully return'd, 
Tobtin the fecond Office of that Name. 
Equal was his Succeſs, deny d in both: 
 Yetcculd he condeſcend at laſt to ack 
The Prztorſhip, and but with Bribe: got that? 
Yer this is he that has diſturb'd the World, 
Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes, 
. We. | muſt confeſs it burth ns much my Age; 
| To ſee the Man I hate thus ride wy Cour:try; f 
| For, Romans, I have mighty C:ulſc e hate aim. 
I was the firſt (and | am well re ) 
That lent my Hand to raiſe bis tcebic State. 
| hen feſt 1 made him Tribune by my Voice, 
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That promis d well. His Parents were moſt honeſt, 
And ferv't my Father juſtly in their Truſt. 
Then as his Fortunes grew, when I was Conſul, 
And went againſt Fugurtha into Africh, 
F took him with me one of my Lieutenante. 
Tas there his Pride firſt ſhew'd it ſelf in Actions, 
ppreſs'd my Friends, and robb'd me of my Honour, 
Cin. The Story's famous, Bate Ingratitude, 
Diſimulation, Cruelty, and Price, | 
II Manners, Ignorance, and all the Ils 
Of one baſe born, in Marius are join'd. 
Mer. Even Age can't heal the Rage of his Ambition. 
Six times the Conſul's Office has le born 
How well, our preſent Ditcord: beſt declare, 
"Yet now again, when Time has worn bim low, 
Conſum d with Age, and by Diteates preſs, 
He courts the People to be once more choſen, . 
To lead the War againſt King Mithridaces. 
Ant. For this each Day he riſes with the Sun, 
And in the Field of Mars appears in Arms, 
Excelling all our Youth in warlike Exercite : 
He rides and tilts, and when the Prize h'has won; 
„He brings it back with Triumph into Rome, 
And there preſents it to the ſordid Rabble; 
Who ſhout to Heav'n, and cry, Let Marius live. 
Met. He ſhall not have it, by the Gods he ſliall not- 
There is a Roman, noble, juſt and valiant, ; 
Sylla's his Name, ſprung trom the ancient Stock 
Of the Cornelis, bred from's Youth in War, 
Fluſn d with Succeſs, and of a Spirit bold, 
And, more than all, hates Marius, ſtill has croſt 
His Pride, and clouded ev 'n bis brighteſt Triumphs: 
He's Conſul now. Then let us all reſolve, f 
And fix on him, to check this Havocker, 
That with his Kennel of the Rabble hunts 
Our Senate into Holes, and frights our Laws, 
ne amecd for Sls. © © © 
Al}. Au tor Sd. | 
| Mes, Nay, 
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Gre up Fugurtha Priſoner to S, 


Juſtice undyaſs'd, the true Roman Spirit, 
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This Monſter Marius, who has us d me thus, 

Eva now would wed his Family with mine, 

And adhs my Daughters for his bated Off-ſpring. 
But, for my Wrong, Lavinia ſhall be Sylla's, 

My eldeſt born; her, aad the beſt of all 

My Fortune I] confirm on him, to cruth the Pride 
Of this baſe - born, hot · brain d. Plebeian Tyrant. 


At. Now Rome's laſt Stake of Liberty is fer, 


And muſt be puſh'd tor to the Teeth of Fortune. 
Cin. Then Caius Marius ſhall not have the Confulſhips 
Met. No, I would rather be Sulpitizes* Slave, a 
That furious headlong Libertine Sulpit ius, 
That mad wild Bull, whom Marius let's looſe 
On each occaſion when he'd make Rome feel him, 
To toſs our Laws and Liberties ith' Air. 
Ant. That lawlefs Tribune then mult be reduc'd, 
Uahing's from off the Power that holds him up, 
His Band of full ſix hundred Roman Knights, | 
All in their Youth, and pamper'd high with Riot, 
Which he his Guard againſt the Senate calls; 
Tall wild young Men, and fit for glorious Miſchiefe. 
Mer. Fear nothing; let but Syda once have Pow's, 
And then fee how like Day he'll break upon em, 
And ſcatter all thoſe Goblins of the Night, 
Confuſion s Night; where in the dark Diſorders 
Ot a divided State, Men know not where 
Or how to walk, for fear they loſe their way, 
Ard ſtumble upon Ruin. Mark the Race 
Of Ses Life; obſerve but what has paft, 
How ſtill he as born a Face againſt this Marius, 
And an equal ſtretch wich him for Glory. 
Cin. He'as in the Capitol an Image (ct 
Ot Gold, in honour of his own Atchievement; 
herein 's defcrib'd how the Nam: dian King 


And all in fpite of Marius. Oh now. 
if you are truly Roman Nobles, wake, | 


Reſume your Rights, and keep your Sy Conſul. A 
Courage, Nobility, and innate * made; 
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To croſs my Way and ſtop my Tide of Glory, 1 
If 1 am Cains li, if I'm he ER 1 


my warm Touth in cold and Winter-Camps, 
— 1 ſettled Peace and Plenty home, 
Made her the Court and Envy of the World; 
Why does ſhe uſe me thus? | 
Mar. Fun. Becauſe ſhe's rul'd 
lazy Drones that feed on others Labours, 
nd fatten with the Fruits they never toil'd for; 
goury Senators of crude Minds and Brains, 
always are — — up, 
ſtyle their private Malice publick Safety —— 
—— One diſcontented Villain leads a State 
o Madneſs. There's that Bell- weather of Mutiny 
And damn'd Sedition, Cina, of a Life 
And Manners ſordid; one whoſe Gain's his God; 
And to that curſed end he'd facrifice 
His Country's Honour, Liberty, or Peace: 
Nay, had he any, ev'n his very Gods. 
Mar. Se, B'as taken Rome even in the niceſt Minute, 
And eaſily debauch'd her to his ends, | 
When ſhe was over-cloy'd with Happineſs, 
Wantonly tull, and longing af | 
For Sylls too, A „ a Woman's Play- i 
She bas relinquiſh'd me, and flouts my Age. 
Conſtant ill Fortune wait upon her for't, 
. And wreck her Face as low as firſt I found it, 
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1 8 like a hunted Prey, 
Ruin had it in the Wind; : 
barbarous Nations, of a Rice unknown, 
undifcover'd Northern Regions came, 
To lay her waſte, and ſweep her trom the Earth; 
Till 1, I Marius roſe, the Soul of all 
The hope ſh'had left, and with unwearied Toil, 
each Hour and never. ſleeping Care, 
(A burthen for a God) oppos d my felt 
'Twixt her and Deſolation, gorg d the Maw 
Of Death with flzughter'd numbers of her Foes, 
'd her Peace, and made her Name renown?d. 
| Mar, Fun. The Glory of that War mult be remember d, 
When Rome, like her old Mother Troy, ſhall lie 
In Aſhes Full three hundred thouſand Men, 
A Sens of Fortune, born and bred in Fields, 
| Whoſe Trade was War, and Camps their Habitation, 
| Hung like a Swarm of Miſchiefs on the Hills 
| Of Italy, and threatned Fate to Eurote. 
Gran. They came in Tribes, as it to take Poſleſſicn,' 
And ſeem d a People whom the Hind of Fare 
Rad ſeourg d by Famine from a barren Land; 
Of Viſage foul and ugly, pinch d and chapp'd 
By bitter Froſts and Winter- Wiads; yer herce 
&s hungry Lyons of the Deſart. ONE 
Their Wives with Loads of Children at their Backs, 
Bold manly Hags, whom Shame had long ſorſook, 
And vagrant living bad inur d to Ill, 
Follow'd in Troops like Furies. | 
Mar. Fun. And all was done too when that Dolt Metellus 
Frank like a Worm, and Sl ſcarce was heard of. 
I. Sen, That curſt Metellus ſtill has been my Plague, 
4 Andever done me moſt deliberate Wrong; 
Becauſe, like a tame Hawk, I ſcorn'd to fly 
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Why tight thou, Boy? ſtill at th unlucky Name 
Of that Lavinia I have obſerv d thee thus 
With thy Looks fix'd, as if thy Fate had ſeiz d thee: 
Mar Fun. Why did ycu name Lavinia? would ſhe'ad ne er 
Been born, or that Mcrelius had not got her. ; 

Mar. Cen. Forget her, Marius; (he's a dainty Bit, [ 
A Delicat-, for none but S/ As taſte, > b 
The Fay rice Sa, ti idol that's fer up | 
To blaſt thy Hopes and cloud thy Father's Glories. 
Conſider that, my Marius, and forget her, 

Mar. Fun. Forget her? Oh! ſhe'as Beauty might enſnars 
A Con queror's Soul, and make him leave his Crowns _ | 
At rancum to be ſcufl:d tor by Slaves. | 
Forget ber? Oh! teach me (great Parent) teach me; 
Read me each Day a Lecture of the Wrongs 
Done you by that ingloric us Patrician, 

Till my Heart know no Longings but Revenge, 1 
And quite forget Lavinia e er dwelt there. | 
Methinks 'twould not be hard, een midſt the Senate, 
Fo ſlrike this through him in his Conſul's Chair, 
[Tumble him thence, and mount it in his ſtead, 

Mar. Sen. Oh! name not him and Confſulſbip together: 
Sjila and Conſul ? ſet em far apart 4 
As Eaſt from Weſt, for as they now are mer, 
It bodes Confuſion, Rome, to thee and thine, | | 

Gran. 1'd rather ſee Rome but one Funeral Pile, | 
And all her People quitting her Ike Bees, | 
Driven by Sulpbur trom their Hives; \ 

2 Much rather ſce her Senators in Chains | 
: Dragg d through the Streets to Death, and Slaves made Lords, | 
Than fee that vain pre ſumptuous Upſtart's Pride 
Succeed to'lead the Armies you have bred. 

| Max. Sen. Tis ſuch a Wrong as even tortures Thought, 
That we who've been her Champion forty Years, | 
Fought all her Battels with renown'd Succeſs, [ 
And never loſt her yet a Man in vain, | 
Should, now her noble ſt Fortune is at Stake, 
And Mithridates Sword is draw, be thrown | 
Afide, like ſome old broken batter'd Shield: | 
To ke wy Lawels wither as Iruſtt 
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And all this manzg'd by the curied Craft, 
Envy, and maligr.ant Spight 
Of thatold barking Senate's Dog Metellus. 
| $Grake me, jaſt Gods, with Thunder to the Earth, 
| Lay my gray H irs low in the Cave ot Death, 
| Rather than live in memry of ſuch Shame. 
ö Gran. Perifh Are first a“ d all his Race. 
| Mar Sen. There poke the Soul of Maris. By the head 
| Ot Foe, e | | 
Ihre him worſe than Famine or Diſeaſes. 
periſn his Family, let inveterate Hate 
| Commence between our Houies from this moment; 
And meeting never let em Bloodleſs part. 
Go, Granius, bid Sul pit as Itraiglit be ready 
To mect me with his Guarcs upon the Forum. 
Dy all the Gods, Vi! chace the Pazmon our, 
| That rages thus in Rome; or let her Blood 
To that degree, ill ſhe grow tame enough 
Io tremble at the Rod ot my Revenge. 
Why didſt not thou applaud me for the Thoughe, 
Take m'in thy Arms, and cheriſh my old Heart? 

'T had been a lucky Omen. Art thou dumb? 
Mar. Fun. As dumb as ſolemn Sorrow ought to be. 3 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no end. > 4 
Muſt I refolve to hate Metellus Race, | | 

Yer know Lavinia took her Being thence ? 

Lavinia! Oh! there's Muſick in the Name 

| That ſoftning me to infant Tenderneſs, 

| Mikes my Heart fpring like the firſt leaps of Life. 

| Mar Sen. Then thou art loſt: If thou art Man and Roman, 
If thou haſt Virtue in thee, or can'ſt prize | 
Thy Father's Honcur, ſcorn her like a Slave. 

Hell! Love her? Damn her: There's Merellus in her. 

In every Line of her bewitching Face, 

| There's Reſemblance tells whoſe Brood ſhe came of. 
| Iirather fee thee in a Brothel trapt, 5 
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Aud baſely wedded to a Ruffian's Whore, 
| Than thou ſhouldft think to taint my generous Blood 
Mid the baſe Puddle of that o'cr-fed Gown-man. | 
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.. Tes, Lavinia: Is ſhe not 
As ſs 4s the Turtle of the Woods? 
Pair as the Sum mer-Beauty of the Fields? 
As opening Flow'rs untainted yet with Winds, 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy of Senſe? 
Why firſt did you bewitch me elſe to weakneſs? 
When from the Sacrifice we came together, 
And 2s by ber's aur Chariot drove along, 


Theſe were your Words: That, Marius, that is ſhe | 


That muſt give Happineſs to thee and Rome, 


Confirmiyg in thy Arms my wiſh'c-tor Peace | 


With old Metellus, ard break Sys Heart. 
Mar. Sen. Then ſhe was charming. 
Mar. Jun. O I found her fo. 


I lookt and gaz, and never miſs'd my Heart, | 


It fled fo pleafingly away. But now 
My Soul is all Lavi iss, now the's fixt 
Firm in my Heart by ſecret Vows made there, 
Th indelible Records of Faithful Love. 
You'. have me hate ber. Can my Nature change? 
Create me ver again and | my be 
That baughty Maſter of my ſelf you'd have me: 
Bur as 1 am, the Slave of ſtrong Deͤſires. 
That kerp me ſtruggling under; though I ſee 
The he peleſs ſtare ot my unhappy Love; 
With Torment, like a ſtu: born Slave that lies 
Chain d to the Fluor, ſtretch'd helpleſs on his Back, 
I look to Liberty, and break my Heart. 
Mar. Sen. Has ſhe yet heard your Love, or granted her's? 
Mur. Jun. It Eyes — the Language of the Heart, 
If tend reſt Glances, Sighs and ſudden Bluſhes 
May be interpreted for Love in one 
So Young, fo Fair, and Innocent as ſhe, 
Our Souls can ne er be Strangers; 
Mar. Sen. No more, Fil have Lavinia nam'd no more. 
When next thou nam'ſt her, let it be with Infamy. 
Tell me, ſas whor'd or fled her Father's Houſe 
With fome courſe Slave ta ſecret Cell of Luft, 
And then I] bleſs thee. 


| Mer. Fr, iche. - Gods from your Sie look down 
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| But meerly of his choice my Honour's Friend: 


U buſie in his Brains; the Mab that comes 


of Carus Maxrus. 2 
And find like me one wretched if you can. 


BOS 1% Gark: thet hereful Name no mom, 
But be as Curſt as you can wiſh your Son, 
Enter 


Mur. Sen. Oh Sulpitins ! 
Thou darling of m Ambition, art thou come? 


What News ? 
Swlp, I've left a Preſent at your Houſe, 
The Head of a Metellus, a gay, tall, 
Young thing, that was in time t have been a Lord, 
But he's but Worm's meat now. 
Mar. Sen. My beſt Swulpitins, 
Thou always comfort'ſt me. See here a Man, 
A Stranger to my Blood as well as Fortune; 


What mighty things would he not do for me? 
Could'ſt thou, when Honour call d thee, whine for Love? 
as How? my young Son of War in Love with whom? 
Mar. Fun. A Woman, Sir. —1 muſt not ſpeak her Name, 
Sup. It it be hopeleſs Love, uſe generous Means, 
And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound. 
Take in a new Infection to the Heart, 
And the rank Poyſon of the old will die 4 
Mar. Fun. A Pla -Leaf is excellent for that. 
Sulp. For what ? 
Mar, Fun. For broken Shins. 
Sup. Why? art thou mad? 
Mar. Fun. Not Mad, but bound more than a Mad-man is; 
Confin'd to Limite, kept without my Food. 
Whipt and tormented. ——Prithee do not wake me; 
Let me drezm on 
. Oh! the ſmall Queen of Fairies 


2 


Drawn by a little Team of ſmalleſt Atoms 

Over Men's Noſes as they lie aſleep, 

In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nut 

Made Joyner-Squirre]: in which State 
w_ Night bid Night through Lovers Brains; 

* wickeoly they dream, all know. 

Sometimes the courſes o'er a Courtier's Noſe, 
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And then he dreams of begging an Eſtate. 
Sometimes ſhe hurries o'er a Soldiers Neck, a 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign Throats; 
CIR, — r SHE 
| Winter quarters, uſters. 
—— . — | 
And then dreams he | | 
Of Panegyricks, flatt'ring Dedications, | | 
And mighty Preſents from the Lord knows who; 
But wakes as empty as he laid him down. 
She has been with 8) d too, and he dreams now 
Of nothing bur a Conlulſhip. 
Mar Sen. A Rattle! | 
Give the tantaltick giddy Boy a Rattle; 
The Puling Fondling ſhould not want a Play-things 
A Canſuiſhip? | 
Salp. By all the Gods, be“ ſhake it. 
Mes drawn a Force from Capua here to Rome, 
As it he meant Deſtruction or Succe!: : 
The Rabble too are drunk with him already 
Mar. Sen. Alarm all our Citizens to Arms . 
That are my Friends. Draw you your Guards together, 
And take Podeion of the Fork, "Thou, | 
Inglorious Boy, behold my Face no more, + I 
Till thou'ſt done ſornething worthy of my Name, FT 
Mar Jun F.r't periſh Rome, — a'l 1 hold moſt dear, 
Rather than let me feel my Father's Hare — 
Mar. Sen. Why, that's well faid 
Sulp. My Troops are all together, 
All ready on the Forum: But the Heavns | 
Play Tricks with us. Cur Entigns, as they flood = 
Diiplay d be ore our Troops, took Fire untuuch'd, FT 
And burnt to Tinder. | "xl 
Fhice Ravens brought their young ones in the Street- 
Devouring em before the People's By ex, = 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſts, 1 
A noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air [ 
Was heard and dreaiiul Cries of dying Men. 
May Sen. It was the Roman Genius, that thus warns 
Me, her old Fried, nat to let flip my Fate, | 
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Ambition! Ob, Ambition! If l've done 
For thee things great and well ſhall Fortune now 


Forſake me? 0 


Hark thee, Sulpitius, if it come to Blows, | 
Let not a Hair of that Metellus ſcape thee, 


who d ſtrip my Age of its moſt dcar-bought Honours: 


Ele why have I thus buſtled in the World. 
Through various and uncertain Fortunes bw1'd, 
But to be Great, unequall'd and alone? 

Which only he can be who ſtill ſpurs on * 
As ſwift at laſt as when he firſt begur—— [ Exeune. 


Entey Meteilus and Nuy/+. "Y 
' Cannot reſt to Night: Ill-boding Thoughts 

* 1 Have chas d ſoft Sleep from —— Braine, 
This ſeems Lavima s Chamber, and ſhe up. 
Reſt too to Night has been a Stranger here. 
Lavinia! My Daughter, hca? Where art thou? 

Nurſe Now by my Maiden-head (at twelve Years vid 

I had one) 

Come, what Lamb? What, Lady-bird? Gods forbid, 
Where's this Girl Lawmia ? 
| | Enter Lavinia, 

Lav. How now? Who calls? 

Nurſe. Your Father, Child. 

Lau. I'm here. Your Lordſhip's Pleaſure. 

Met. Why up at this uniuck y time of Nig ht. 
When nought tur loathſum Vermin are abroad, 
Or Witches gathering pois'ncus Herbs for Spells 
By the pale Light ot the cold waning Moon? 

Lav. Alas! I could not fleep: In a fad Dream 
Methought I faw one ſtanding by my Bed, 
To warn me | ſhould have a care of Sleep. 
For 'twould be bane fu 

Mer. Dreams give Children Fears. | 
Lau At which I roſe from my uneaſie Pillows, 
Ard to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods 
Tuber m unluck) Omen 1 


og 


is t now fince Marias triumph'd laſt! 


Even or odd, of all Days in the Year, finceMy. 
'd Rome in Triumph, 'tis now even thirteen 
Marias then too was but a Boy. 
e both of an Age. Well, Lais is in Hap- 
» ſhe was too good for me. But as I was faying, 

hence ſhe'll be fixteen. Tis fince Marius tri. 
novy full thirteen Years, and then ſhe was wean, 
I ſhall never forget it of all Days Upon 
(for 1 had then laid Wormſeed to my Breaff, 
the Sun under the Dove - houſe wall) my l 
e at the Show. Nay, I do bear a Brain! 
id before, when it did taſte the Wormſeed on 
and felt it bitter, pretty Fool! to ſee it tex 
out with the Nipple. Shout, quo” the Pec- 

"Twas no need, 1 trow, to bid me 
time it is thirteen Years; and 
alone, nay, ſhe could run and wad- 
juſt the Day before ſhe broke her 
. 1 r 

© _, was a merry Mar) Baggage. Ay, quo 

doſt thou fall upon thy Pace? Thou wilt fall ba:kward 

when thou haſt more Wit; wilt thou not, Vinny? and by 
y Fackins, the pretty Chit left Crying, and ſaid, Ay— 
a & + live a thouſand von, Tg 
get it. Wilt thou not, Vizny ” he; an 
"oaks I, Op. 898 ee 

this; ſtop thy impertinent Chat. 

Lord: Yer 5 chuſe but laugh, 
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Stone, 8 Knock, and it 
my 1 


F 


N 
7 


11 


fx 


I. 
1 


£ 
* 


; 


8 
- 
S 
[ 


” 
53 


lan, young Lady, Lady, fuch a Man as all 

why, he's a Man of Wax. | 
er, Child, my Hopes are all in thee, 
old Age gains ground fo faſt upon me, 
all its ſad Infirmities, my Fears 4 >. 

thee are not the ſmalleſt. a - 
Therefore I've made Alliance with this Sylla, 
Abigh-born Lord, and of the nobleſt Hopes 
That Rome can boaſt, to give thee to his Arms; 
80 in the Winter of my Age to find 
Reſt from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoicing 
In the warm Sunſhine of thy Happineſs. 

Lav. If Happineſs be ſeated in Content, 

Or that my being bleſs'd can make you fo, 
Let me implore it on my Knees. I am 
Tour only Child, and ſtill, through all the Courſe 
Of my paſt Life have been obedient too: 
And as you've ever been a _— Parenr, 
| And bred me up with watch! ulf tender'ſt Care, 
| Vhich never coſt me hitherto a Tear; 
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y Diſobedience ! by the Gods, 
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Night 


at a | 1 
would not let you ſleep? SB 

ſhould love, is that a Faulr RON | 

1? I cannot gueſs the Cauſe, 


E | 

ts qe af try my Love, 
as if you'd done it wrong; E 
you——it I curſt, 
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Demanded me in Marriage for his Son. 

Yet, Sir, believe me, I as foon could wed 
That Marius, whom Pve cauſe to hate, as Sylla. 
Met. No more; 8 Gods, twill make me mad; | 


That daily, nightly, ly, every way 

My care has been to make thy Fortune high; 
And having nov provided thee a Lord | 
Of nobleſt Parentage, of fair De meſne, | 
Eazly in Fame, youthful, and well ally'd, | 
Inguery thing as Thought could wiſh a Mani 
To have at laſt a wre'ched puling Fool, | 


A whining Suckling, ignorant of ler Gocd, 12 


ö 171. : 


7 2 thy Purpoſes, moſt curſt thy Love. 
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if thou art mine reſolve Compliance, 

Or think no more do reſt 8 

Go, try thy risk in Fortune's barren Field, : 
Graze where thou wilt. but think no more of me, 
Till thy Obedi by Return. 

Lav. Will you then quite caſt off your poor Levinia? 
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To ſeek a Shelter under dropping Eves, 
A Porch my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow, 
Shir ring and ſtary'd for want of Warmth and Food, 
Swell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt 3 
Mol | at the uncharicable Gates 
Of proud great Men implore Relief in vain? 
Muſt I, your poor Lavinia, bear ail this, 
— 7 panting; not Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
— love according to your liking ? 
Mer. Art thou not Miſtreſs of thy Heart then? 
Eav. No; 
'Tisgiven away. 
Met. To whom? 
Lav. I dare not tell. 
But I'll endeavour ply to forget 2 
1! you'll forget but 
Met. Thou doſt well. 
Conceal his Name if thowdſt preſerve bis Li 
For if there be a Death in Rome that might 
Be bought, it ſhould not miſs him. From this Hows 


And if thou marry'ſt, in thy Wedding-Night 


Fl tick the Curſes of an injur'd Parent 


thick, and blaſt the Bleſſings of thy Bed. | 
Whar have you done? alas! Sis as you ſpoke; 
t the Pery of yeur Words took place, And 
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Pity fitting in the Clouds 
into the Bottom of my Grief? 


ſo ſoft a Subject y felt! 
? haſt thou not a word of Joy? 
„ Nurſe, in this Extremity. 

: and there's but need on't: Ods 
was an arrant Wag in his young 
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bis Father's Nature rough and fierce, 
not yet the Follies of my Love: 
| he does, perhaps may ſcorn and hate me. 
8 es, yes, he's a rude, unmannerly, ill-bred Fel 


as gentle as a Lamb. Go thy ways, Child, 


He's not the Flow'r of Courtefie; but, Fil war- 
„ What? a Father's an old Man, and old Men 


EL 


ſay will take care. But a young Man! Girl, ah! a 
Man! there's a great deal ina young Man; and 
have a young Man. What? I have been 

theſe fixteen Years, and 1 ſhould know 1 


av. Now prithee e leave me to ſelf a while. 
ws [Exit Nef. 
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| SCENE Il. 4 walled Garden belonging to 


Meteltus's k 


Mer. Fun. Howe vainly have I ſpent this idle Night! 
| Freon Wine can't heal the ragings of my Love. 
This 


ij ſure ſhould be the Manſion of Lavinia; 


Can I go forward when — 1 
back, dull Earth, and y re out. | 
28 : [ Enters the Garden. 
Enter Granius and Sulpirius. i 
| Gra, This way— he went — Why, Marin! Bro- 
der Marin! 1 


| There's not ſo weak a Drunkard as a Lover; 
One Bottle to his Lady's Health quite addles him. 
Gra. He ran this way, and leap d this Orchard- wall. 


| Sulp. Nay, Ill conjure too. 8 | 
| Why, Marius! Humours! Paſſion ! Mad-man! Lover! 
| Appear thou in the likeneſs of a Sigh. 
Speak but one Word, and I am fatisfy'd. 
He hears not, neither ſtirs he yet. Nay then 
| I conjure thee by bright Lavinia's Eyes, 
By her high Forehead, and her Scarlet Lip, 
| Ty her fine Foot, ſtraight Leg, and quivering Thigh, 
| And the Demeſns that there adjacent lye, 
That in thy bᷣkeneſs rhou appear to u-. | 
Gra, Hold, pood Sulpitius this will anger bim 
Sulp, This cannot anger him. *Tvrould anger him 
To raiſe a Spirit in his Lady's Arms, 
Till ſhe had laid and charm'd it down again. 
Gra. Let's go; he has hid himſelt among heſe Trees, 
To die his Melanchol:ck Minden Night: 
lnd in his Love, ard beſt befits the Dark. 
Tap. Fox o'this Love, this little ſcarecrow Love, 
That frights Fools with his paiated Bow of Lath 
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Gran. Stop there—let's leave the Subject — 
Or burn Aus ellas Houſe about his Ears. 
Sulp. This Morning Sylla means to enter Rome: 
Your Father too demands the Conſulſhip. 
Yet now when he ſhou'd think of cutting a 
Your Brother's loſt; loſt in a maze of Love, 
The idle Truantry of callow Boys. 
Fd iather truſt my Fortunes with 2 Daw, 
That hops at every Butterfly be ſees, 
Than have to de in Honour with 2 Man 
That ſells bs Virtue for a Woman's Smiler— [Exe 
Eater Marius Junior m the Garden, 
Mar. Jun He laughs at Wounds that never felt their 


zar t. 
What l'zhc E taat which breaks thro' yonder Shade? 
| [ Laviaia in the Balcany, 
Oh! tis my Love. 


She ſeems to hang upon the Cheek of Night, 
Fairer than Snow upon the Raven's Back, 

Or a rich Jewel in an Zchiop's Ear. 

Were She in y onder „ ſte d ſhine ſo bright, 


Inn. She ſpeaks. 
Oh! ſpeak again, bright Angel; for thou art 
ifs glorious © this Neghe. as Sun at Noon 
To the admiring Eyes of gazing Mortals, 


Deny thy Family, — thy Name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my Love, 


And I'll no er call Merellus Parent. 
Mar. Il I hear this, and yet keep fence? 
Lav. 


— 4 
ers. 
e other Name wou d {mell as ſweet. 
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Be 
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| And 


Min, were he not Marius call'd, 

flill as dear to my deſiring Eyes, ; 

hont that Title. Marius, loſe thy Name, 
for that Name, which is no part of thee, 

Take all Lavmia 

| Mar. Fun, At thy word I take thee, 


80 
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Call me but Thine, and Joys will ſo tranſport me, 


hall forget my elt, and quite be chang d. 4 
— Who ws thou, ther has aid and yeil'd in Night, 
Hit overhead my Follies ? | 
Mar. Tu By a Name 
| know not how to tell thee who I am. 
My Name, dear Creature's hatetul to my ſelf: 
Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee, 
Lav. Marius? how cam'ſt thou hither? tell, and why? 
The Orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place Death, conſidering who thou art, 
It any of our Family here find thee. 
By whoſe Directions didſt thou find this place? 
Mar. Fun. By Love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire} 
Re lent me Counſel, and I leat him Eyes. 


Tam no Plot; yet wert thou as far 


As the vaſt Shoar wafly'd by the fartheſt Sea, 

I'd bazard Ruin for a Prize fo dea 
Lav. Oh Marius! vain are all ſuch Hopes and Wiſhes? 

The Hand of Heav'n has thrown a Bar between us, 

Our Houſes Hatred and the Fate of Rome, 

Where none but Sylla muſt be happy nove: 


All bring him Sacrifices ot ſome fort, 

And I muſt be a Victim to his Bed. | 

To Night my Father broke the dreadful 3; 
And when I urg d him for the Right of Love, t 
He threaten'd me to baniſh me his Houſe, 


Naked and ſhiftleſs to the World. Would thou, 
_ „ ke thy Boſom ? 

ar. were my Joys but fixt that Point, 
Pd then ſhake Hands with 2. — and be Friends; f 


And Ke Happineſs, embrace it thus, 


turn that gave thee to my Arms, | 
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ZTav, Do not ſwear at all. | 
Or, if thou wilt, {wear by thy gracious ſelf, 
- Who art the God of my Idolatry, 
Aad Fil belicye thee. : 


Acd yet 


l 


thy word, tho' thou prove 
— bright Oynthias Beams that ſhines above. 
mon 


3 


: 


not by the Moon, th inconſtant Moon, 
thly, and ſhines but by Seaſons, 
| prove varia le toc, 

Mar. Fun. What fhall I Wen ty? 


; 
7 
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Mer. Fun. Witncls all ye Powers, | 
Lav. Nay, do not ſwear : Although my Joy be great, 
Ta hardly ſatisty'd with this Night's Conrad: 
It feems too raſh, too unadvis' and ſudden, 
Too like the Lightning, wiich does ceaſe to be 
Fre one can fay it is. Therefore this time 


_ Gooe-night, my Marius: May a happier Hour 


Bring us to crown our Wiſhes. 
Mar. Fun. Why wilt thou leave me fo unſatisfy'd? 
Lav. What wouldſt thou have? e 
Mar. Fun. Th Exchange of Love for mine. a 
Lav. I gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it 

I with I could retrieye it back. 
bays 


is as 
: the more I give to thee, 
— for both Mal. infinite. | 
hear a Noiſe within. Farewel, my Marius; 
| a little, and I'll come again. 
L Stay! ſure for ever. 3 
hree Words, and, Marius, then Good · night indeed 
thy Love be 22 meant, 
purpoſe Marriage, me Word to- Morrow. r 
d all my Fortunes at thy Feet Pll lay. — 


3 
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ro lure this Taſſel- gentle back again. 
— has Fears, and may not ſpeak aloud: 
Fiſe would I tear the Cave where Echo lies, 
with repetition of my Marius. 
Mur. Fun. It is my Love that calls me back again. 
How ſweetly Lovers Voices ſound by Night? 
Like foft-{ Muſick to attending Ears. 
Lav. Marius. 
Mar. Fun. My Dear. 
Lav. What a Clock te-Morrow? 
Mar. Fun. At the Hour of nine. 3 
Lav. | will not fail: Tis twenty Tears till then. 
Why did I call thee back? 
May. Fun. Let me here ſtay til thou remember'ſt why 
Lav. The Morning's breaking; I would have thee gone; 


And yet no farther than a Wantor.'s Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from his Hand, 
To pull it by his Fetters back again. 

Mar. Fun. Would I were thine. 

—— 
Yet I ill thee ſure with too much cheriſhi 
No more. Gooc- night. 

Mar, Fun. There's ſuch fweet Pain in parting, 
That I could hang for ever on thy | 
And look away my Life into thy Eyes. 

Len. To-Morrow will come. 

May. Fun. So it will. Good-night. 


Heay'n be thy Guard ij and all its Bleſſings wait thee 
___ _m—_— 


Striking it 
Our Party will by this time be abroad, 
the Fate of Marius and Rome. 
Love and Renown ſure court me thus together. 
Smile, ſmile, ye Gods, and give Succeſs to both. [Exit 
SCENE II. The Forum 

| Enter four Citizens, | 

3 Cir. Well, Ne ghbours, now we are here, what muſt 
we do? | 

1 Cit, Why, you muſt give your Vote for Caius Marin 
to be Conſul: And if any Bod) ipeaks againſt you knock 
*em down. | | | 

2 Cit. The truth on't is, there's nothing like a civil 
Government, where good Subjects may have leave to 
knock Brains out to maintain Privileges, 

3 Cit. Look you-——but what's this Sylla? this Sy!la? 
Pve heard great Talk of him.—He's a damaable fighting 
. Fellow they ſay; but hang him——— te's a Lord, 

43 1 Cit. Ay, fo he is, Neighbours: And I know not why 
any one ſhould be a Lord more than another. I care 
not for a Lord: What good do they do? nothing but 

run in our Debts, and lye with our Wive 


* 4 Cit» Why, there's a Grievance now. | have three i 
4 Boys at home, no more mine than Rome's mine, They 
| are all fair curl'd-hair Cupids; and I am an honeſt, black, 


Fil ha' no Lords, 


tauny, Kettle-tfac'd Fellow. 


1 Cit, Hark! hark! Drums and Trumpets! Drums and 
Trumpets they are coming. Be you ture you roar out 
for a Marius: and do as much Miſchiet as you can. 
+ Enter Marius Senior and his Sons; Marius born — 
d Shonigers of two Roman 5/aves; Sulpitius ar the head of 


* 


Drum, and Trumpets. 
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Marius or Syila ? A 
All Cit. A Marius! 2 Marius! a Marin! 
Mar, Sen. Country-men, -% 
And Fellow-Cirizens, my Brethren all, *X 
Or, if it may be thought a dearer Name, n 


I come not hither arm d to force your 8 


ee 


N 


% 
a. 


OY Ares IL Lands 4 
n Harken, ye Men of Rowe: I, I. Sulpitinsy 3 
py mes of thar Office here have call d you 1 
To chaſe a Conſul. Mihridaces King of Pontws has bes 

2 War upon us, IF . | 5 


My Sone, my Children, Glory of my Age; * 


As Sylla does to enter Rome wich Power, 
As it he meant a Triumph o'er his Country. 
| have not made a Party in the Senate. 
To bring you into Slavery, or load 
Your Necks with the hard Yoke of Lordly Pow'r. 
Jam no Noble, but a Free-born Man, | 
A Citizen of Rome, as all you are, = 
A Lover of your Liberties, and Laws, | 
Your Rights and Privileges, Witneſs here 
Theſe Wounds, which in your Service I have got, 
And beſt pleard for mc —— | 

All Ci. Marius! Marin: ! Marias! No Sylla! no Sylla! 

no Sylla ! | * 
Julb. No more remains, 


| Moſt honcurable Conſul, but that ſtreight you mount 


The Seat- Tribunal Lictors, bring your Rods, 
Axes and Faſces, and preſent em here. . 
Hail Caius Marius. Conſul of the War. | 
Trumpets, Enter Metellus, Cinna, Antonius, Quintus 
9 Pompeius. his Son, &c. Guards. 8 
See, Romans, there the Ruin of your Freedom, 
The blazing Meteor that bodes Ml to Rex, ©." 
ion, Tyranny, Avarice and Pride, 
All centre in that melancholick Brow. 
# you are mad for Slavery, long to try 


es, who fell their Charters for a 

it. No Marius! no Marius? ** 
Quintus Pompeius, in the Senate's Name, 

bs Cond, we command thee to demand 

err Traitor. 


Deſcend then, Marius, Traitor to the Stute 
; of Rome, and hear thy y Sentence, 

Mar. Sm. Now, by the Gods Cauſe is worthy of 
Lt "Worthy my Fate. = | 
E Is this the Right and Liberty of Rome, 

3, its lawful Confal from his Sear 

= and brand him with the Mark of Traitor? 
our Swords, all you that are my Friends. | 
lama the Rabble let em fall | E 
nn atk with that well-ſpoken Fool, 
popular Clack; or let us fell our Fates 

, that Rome may ſicken with cur Fall. 
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All Cis. No Marius! no Marius! Down with him, 5 
down with him 
e. Ha! What art thou? 
T. Pomp. The Conſul's Son. 
Sulp. A Worm; 
A thin Skin full of Dirt, and thus I tread thee q * 
123 —— * 
had bring — \- 7 *qx 3 pre — | Ve 
me ſtraight his Head 2 
The Fate of Rome's be 1 | 1 
Pomp. Our Children murder d, 
4 E 2 before our Eyes? Come all — 
ee love — and revenge bis Loſs. | y 
. Gvlp. Fall Mk | - 
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2 no Maria! Liberty! Ar- . 
fight, Marius 3 
Sinks Thanks for thi gene Begining Gots Tick | 


Slaves, 
Theſe wide - mouth d Brutes that bellow thus * 

Oh! how they ran before the Hand of Pow'r, x 
Flying for ſhelter into every Brake! 
Like cow'rdly feartul Sheep they break their Herd, 
When the Wolf's out and ranging for his Prey. 
galhitias, thy Guards did noble Service. 
Cup, Oh! they are Fellows fit for you and LT 
| Ti for the work of Power: lay the word, 
Not one among(t em all but what ſhall rug, 
Take an old grumbling Senator by th' Beard, 

| And ſhake his Head off from his ſhrinking Shoulders, 

te 


iv 
* 


Mar. Sen. Sylla, I hear, is at the Gates of Rome. 
Prochim ſtraight Liberty to every Slave 
That will but own the Cauſe of Caius Marius. 
| Forrour, Contuſion, and inverted Order, 

Vaſt Deſolation, Slaughter. Death and Ruin 

Mluſt have their courſes ere this Ferment ſettle. 

* Thus the Great Zove above, who rules alone, 

© When Men forget his God-like Paw'r to own, | 3 
_* Ules no common Means, no common Ways, « . IP 

© But ſends forth Thunder, aud the World obeys. 

Een. 


—— — — — 

| ACT III. SCENE L 
Bu Sulpitius, Granius, ard al the Guards. 
1 W never ſaw a ſure like this: 
Now ſhe begins to — Rod of Pow'r; 
Her wanton Blood can ſmart. 
Vere I the Conſul, not a Head in Rome, | 
| bg ney ar of Hl., ſhould ſtand ſafe. 

er ſhou d hs continu'd with the Day. 
Mercy pi Sedition time to rally. of 
Ten elian!, talking, _ Rogue, 
1 | 


1 T 
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a Flock of hot-brain'd Fools 
Can up new Rebellion. Till the Heads 
Of all thoſe heav'nly-infpir'd Knaves be * 
No Power can be ſaf . 
Sulz. Much will chis Day 

Determine; Sylla's now betore the Wall, 
And all his Forces ready for Command. 
Four thouſand Slaves bave taken hold on Freedom, 
And come on Preclamation to our fide. 

Gran. Where ſhould my Brother be? He came na 

home to Nighr. 
Swip. Think of him as a Wretch that's dead, 


Gran. He talk'd of fending Sylla a Defiance. 


Gran. Why, what is Syila ? 
A moſt courageous Captain at a Congee; 
ne figh's by Meaſure, as your Artiſts ling, 


One, two, and the third in your Guts. 
Oh! be's the very Butcher ot a Button. 


_ Women ruins nobleſt Purpoſes. 
Sulp. That Sex was ſirſt in mockery of vs made. 
They are the falſe deceitiul Claſles, where 
We gaze and ure's dur lelves to all the Shages | 
Of Folly. What ist Woman cannot do? 
She'll make a Scatefſman quite forget his Cunning, 
Aud truſt his deareſt Secrets to her Breaſt, 
Where Fops have daily entrance: Make a Prieſt, 
Forgetting the Hypocriſie of's Office, 
Dance and ſhow Ticks, to prove his ſtreng: h ard brown: 
Make a Projector quib Cle, an ol Jud ze 
Put on falſe Hair, and paint: And aſter all, 
Though ſh= be kn: wn the lewdelt of her Sex, 
She'll make fome Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt. 
Your Father promis'd me to meet me here. 
I wonder be delays ſo long, 


Keeps Diſtance, Time, Proportion, reſts his Reſts, 


Gras. Would I cuuld fee my Brother. That damn'd Lore 


Stabb'd with an Eye, run thro the Brains with Lore. 
. Writ with a Pen made of a Cad Quill, 
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rs. He comes; 
And with him tod my Brother. 
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See General, 

wins in at my Fellow-Soliers, 

Buer Marius Senior, and Marius Funior. 
Sulpitins, looks like Power. Granins, here 
Receive thy Brother to thy Arms, and bleſs him: 
He'as done a thing moſt worthy of our Name, 
gent a Defiance into Sylla's Camp, Me} 
Challenging forth the ſtouteſt Champion there, 
In Vindication of his Father's Cauſe, 
And not an Out-lawy there dare ſend his Anſwer, 
Once more, Smlpitins, are the People ours, 


Farig d with Sylla's coming arm'd, to force 


The City. At the Celimontane Gate 
He's poſted now; let's ſend him ſtrait Commands 
ri Name o'th' Senate and the Roman People, 
advance no farther, till the State of Rome 
ze heard in Publick, and my Choice contirm'd, 
Or be continu'd Conſul. 

Sulp. That would be 
But to prolong Neceſſity; for Rome 
Muſt bleed: And fince the Rabble now is oure, 
Keep the Fools hot, Preach Dangers in their Ears, 
Spread falſe Reports o'th' Senate, working up 
Their Madneſs to a Fury quick and deſp'rate, 
Till they run headlong into civil Diſcords, 
And do our Buſineſs with their owa Deſtruction. 
Granius, go thou, "a 
Send word to Sylla that be lay down \rms, 
And render up himſelf to Rowe. | 

Mur. Fun. There's fill 


 Adangerous Wheel at Work, a thoughtful Villia, 


Cana, who'as rais'd his Fortune by the Jars 


And Diſcords of his Country: Lke a Fly 
Der Fleſh, he buzzes about itching Ears, 


Till he has vented his Infection there, 
To ſeſter into Rancor and Scdition. 
Would he were ſale. 


Mar.Sen. And ſafe be ſhall be: let him be profcrib'd; - 
wou 
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- Waov'd 1 cou'd buy Metelbu's as b 

I have a — within 22 

May ſometimes get the better of my Rage. 

Sulpitius, there fore keep me warm; hill ply 

My ebbing Fury wich the thoughts of S), 

Th' ungracetul Senate, and Meteilus Pride; 

And let not any thing may make me dreadful 

Be left undone. Now to our Troops let's haſten, 

And wait for Sylla's Anſwer at our Arme. 

[ Ex. Mar. Sen. and Granius, 
Sup. Is not this better now than whining L we? 
Now thou again art Marius, Son of Arme, | 
Thy Father's Honour, and thy Friends Delight, 
Enter Nurſe and Cl dius. | 
Mar. Sulpitius. what comes here; a Sail, Swlbitin 
Sulp. — one, ard weather beaten much. | 

Many a boiſtre us Storm has ſte been toſs'd in, | 

And many a Pilot kept her to the Wind. | 
Nurſe. Clodius. 3, | 
Clod. Madam. | 

Szelp. Madam! 

Nwr/e. My Fan, Clodias. . 

Sulp. Ay, good Clodins, to bice her Face. 
Nurſe. Good-morrow, Gentlemen. | 
Sulp. Good- even, fair Gentlewoman, 
Nurſe. Fair Gentlewoman! Really dis very hot. 
Sup. It ſhould be fo by your Lady ſhip's parch'd Face. 
Nurſe. Marry come up, my Goſſip: Who!e Man are you! 
Sulp. A Woman's Man, my Sybil. woula'it thou try 

My Strength in Feats of amorous Engage ment. 11 

Lead me amongſt the Beaureous, where they run 

Wild in their Youth, and wanton to their wildneſs, 

Where I may chuſe the fore moſt of the Herd, 

Ard bear her trembling to ſome Bank bedeck'd 

Wich ſweeteſt Flowers, ſuch as Joy would chuſe 

To dwe!l in; throw my inſpir d Arms about her, 

And preſs her till ſhe thought her ſelf more bleſs'd 

Than Jo panting with the Joys of Fore, | 
Nurse. Panting? Joys? and Fove? Now by my troth 

dus very pretty. Bur, Gentlemen, can any of you tell 

here 1 m., find young Marius :? _ 
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Tun. Yes, I can tell you, Madam. I am he. 
22 by this Light ; Baur. So ho! 
Come let's away. I hate a Morning Bawd, 
That ſtinks of laſt Night's Office —— [ Exit Sulp. 
Nurſe. Pray, Sir, what fawcy Fellow's he thar's gone? 
Mar. Fun. A Gentlemar, Nurſe, that loves to he r 
himſelf talk; and will ſpeak mor: 11 Minute than he'll 
fhnd to in a Month. | 
Nurſe. And he ſprak any thing agginſt me, Til rake him 


ls, down, and ke were ut er thn eie, and twenty ſuc 
Fa, or I'll find thoſe tar nal. But now, Sir, 1 with 
Feu much ſoy- bear vou are | 


Mar. Fun. Marry; this Day the blefled deed was done. 
When the unhappy Pi zords tet rouk flime 
* | Betwixe my Farher and the Sena'e; then 

boy Prieſt of Zymen, whom with Gold 
I brib'd to yield us privately his Office, 
Jo/a'd our kind Hands, and now ſhe's ever mige. 
| Nurſe. Well: fore God, I am fo vex'd, that every part 
 thoutme quivers. But pray, Sir, 2 word: and as 1 told you, 
my young Lady bade me fin! you ont. What ſhe bade 
me ſay, II keep ro my fit. Bur f:lt let me tell you, 
if you have [cd her into 2 Fos Paradile, as they 
ſay; For the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore 
it you ſhould deal duubly with her, though yOu don't W 
_ like a Gentleman that wou't uic duuble dealing with I 
| dy ; 
u! Mar. Fun, Commend me to thy Lady, I proteſ 
Ne. Good Heart, and i'faith, I will tell as much. 

Lord! Lord! ſhe will be a joyful Woman. 

Mar. Fun. Bid ber deviſe this Evening to receive 
Me at her Window: Here is for thy pains —— 


Give: Mony. 
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Nwfe. No truly, Sir; not a Drachma. 

Mar. Fun Away; 1 fay you ſhall. 

Nurſe. This Evening, ſay you? well, ſhe ſhall be there. 

Mar. Fun. And ſtay, kind Nurſe, behind the Garden-wall. 
Vithin this Hour my Man ſhall meet thee there, 
And bring thee Cords made like a Tackling-Ladder, 
Which to the bleſſed Manſion of my Joy 

K 3 Mat 
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Muſt be my Conduct in the Secret Night. 
Farew-!=——be true. and Ill reward thy pains. | 

Nurſe. Now Heav'ns bleſs thee ——Hark you, Sir. 

Mar Fin What fa;*'it thou Nurie? 

Nurſe. Nothing, but that my Miſtieſs is the fweetes 
Lady. Lord! Lord! when was a lirtle prating thing — 
Oh!—- there's 4 Spark. one Sylla, hat woull fain have 
a finger in the ye but ſhe, goud Soul, had as lieve 


hear (f a Tod, a very Toad, as hear ot him. Hanger | 


her ſometimes, and tell ber ) LA is the preprrer Man. 

But Vit worrant you, when I tay fo, ſhe looks as pale as 

any CIcut in the verſil World, Well, you'll be ſure to 

come. 
Mar. Jun. As ſure as Truth. 

Nurſe. Well, when it was a little thing ard us d to le 
with me, it wou'd io kick, io bra, and fo play 
and then I would tickle ir, and then it would Hugh, and 
then it would play again. When it had tick ing and plays 
ing enough, it would go to ſlecp as gentle es a Lamb. 
I ſhall never forget ic—— Then you'll be ture to come 

Mar. Fun. Can I forget to live? 

Ne. Nay, but (wear though. 


Mar. Fun. By this Kiſs, which thou ſhalt carry to Lavinig, 


Nun ſc. Oh! dear Sir, by no means. Indeed you ſhall not. 


1 have been drinking Aqua vita. Oi! thoſe Eyes of your:! 


Mar. Fun. Till Night tarewe « hs © 
Nurſe. Till Night; Fil fry no more, but da, da. Come 

Clodinss. Ah! thoſe Eyes! [ Ex. Nurſe and Clodius. 
Mar. Fun. What pains ſhe takes with her c fficious Folly? 

Bow happy is the Evening-tide of Life, 

When Phlegm has quench'd our Paſſions, trifling out 

The feeble Remnant of our filly Days 

In Follies, ſuch as Dotage beſt is pleas'd with, 

Free from the wounding and rormenting Cares 

That toſs the thoughtful, active, buſie Mind? 

Though this day be the deareſt of my Life; 

There's ſomething hangs moft heavy on my Heart, 


Aud my Brain's fick with Dulneſs. 
Enter Marius Senior. 
Mur. Sen. Where's this Loyterer, 
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2 Arms and dowyn-caſt Eyes he ſtands, 
and Emblem of a Woman's Fool. 
My Father. | 
—_ ca me by ſome other Name; 
iſprace me not: r | . 30 : "Rh 
ſurely Marius has fmall right in thee. 
— Syll' $2u! were thine, and thine were his, 
| That he, as thou haſt done, now Glory calls, 
Might run for ſhelter to a Woman's Arms, 
and hide him in her Boſom | kt a Babe. 
Mar. Fun. Then I'm a Coward. 
Mar. Sen. Art thou no“? 
ner. Inn. I am, | 
That thus can bear Reproaches, and yet live. 
Durſt any Man but you have call'd me fo? 
Oh let me fall, embrace and k.is your Feet. 
Vie rais d a Spirit in me prompts my Heart 
| To ſuch a Work as Fame nc'er talk'd of yet. 
| Howl you diſpoſe Lavinia? 1 
Mar. Sen. Let her fall, | 
As I would all her Family and Name, 
Forgottea that they eicher ever gave | 
Thy Father's Head Diſhonour, or thee Pai 5 
Mar. Fun. Tas an unlucky Sentence. She's ſcarce mars 
Malls Daughter now than Your's: our Hands | 
Were by a Prieſt this Morning joia'd. May Heavn 
dert th' ill Omen, and preſerve my Father. 
Mur. Sen. Marry d? ſay ruin'd, loſt and curſt. 
Mar. Fun. You've torn 
The Secret trom me, and I wait your: D000 m.!⸗æ 
Mar. Sen. Go where I never more may hear thee nam d; 
Go fartheſt from me, get thee to Merellus, 
Fall on thy Knees, and henceforth call him Parent. 
Tee yet one Son, that ſurely won't forſake me: 
Elſe in this Breaſt I ſhall have glorious Thoughts. 
That will at leaſt give Luſtre to my Ruin. 
Fuewel——my once beſt Hopes, now greateſt Shame. 
Mar. Jun. Condemn me rather to the worſt of Deaths, 
Or ſend me chain d to Sylla like a Slave, 3 
„5 K 4 Than 
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Tha baniſh me the — of your Preſence. 
Tre thought, and bounded all my Wiſhes fo, 
To die for you is Happineſs enough, 

*Twou!ld be too much t'enjoy Lavinia too. 

Mar. Sen Again Lavinia? 

Me. Fin, Yes, this Coward Slave. 

This molt inglorious Son of Caius Marius, 
Though wedded to the brighteſt Beauty, rais'd | 
To th higheſt expectation of Deliy br, 

_ Ev'n in this Minute when Love prompts his Heart, 

And tells what mighty Fleaſures are preparing, 

Is Maſter of a Mind unfetrer'd ye. 

Mar. Sen. What can't thou do? 

Mar. Fun. This Night I ſhould have gone, 

And ta'en poſſeſſion ot Latinia's Bed. | | 

Bur by the Geds, theſe Eyes no more ſhall ſee her, | 

Till Pve done ſomething that's above Reward, I» 

And you your ſelf preſent her to my Arms. 
rns ˖ | 
Mar Har Trimpats 

The Trumpets ſound, and buſineſs is at hand. 

| Ir ſeems as if our Guards upon the Walls | 

Were jutt engag d, and Sylla come '<m. 

The Geds — me juſtice. We 
Mar. Sen. Get thee gone, 

And leave me to my Fate, 

Thou maim'd and wounded, and unfir for War 
Mar. Fun. I'll follow you 

Afar Sen. Thou ſhalt not. 
Mar. Jun. By the Gods I will. 

Mar Sen. Howe? difubey'd then? 

Mar Jun Bid a Courſer ſpur d 
Stop in his full Career; bid Tides run back, 

Or failiog Ships ftacd {tilt before the Wind, 

Or Winds themielyes not blow when Jcve provokes em. 
Mar. Sen. Away, and do not tempt my Fury fartber. 
Mar. Jun. Why? would you kill me? 

Mar. Sen. No, no: I hope thou art reſery'd yet for 
A becter Fate. 

Mar. Jun. Thanks, Heav'n. EE 

Theſe 
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Theſ & few kind Words ſhew I'm not quite unhappy. 
Mar, Sev. Then do not contradict my Will in this; 

fur part, and when our Hands next meet again, 


[Exit 
Trumpet again. 
uu Fun. Sound higher, ye ſhrill Inſtruments of War, 
Ind urge its Horrours up, till they become, 

r poſſible, as terrible as mine. 

oh my Lavinia! though this Night I fall, 4 
| At my return | ſhall be doubly happy. 
 Quch Tryals the great ancient Hero's pet, | | 
Who little preſent Happineſs could ta 8 


SCENE U. Metellus's Hoaſe. 


| Enter Lavinia. | 
| Lav. Gallop apace, ye fiery- footed Steeds, 
To rds Phatbus' Lodging. Such a Charioteer 
As Phaeton would laſh you to the Weſt, 
Aud bring in c!oudy Night immediarely. | 
Spread thy cloſe Curtains Love-performing Night 
Iso fober-fuited Matron all in Black; 

That jealous Eyes may wink, and Marius 
Leap to theſe Arms untalkt of and unſeen. 
Oh! give me Marius; and when he ſhall die, 


Take him and cut him out in little Stars; 


And he will make the Face of Heaven fo fine, | 
That all the World ſhall grow in love with Night, 
And pay ne worſhip to the Gaudy Sun. 
Oh! 1 have boughe the Manſion of a Love, 
But not poſſeſt i: ——— Tedious is this Day, 
A is the Night before forme Feſtival 
To an impatient Child that has new Robes, 
Enter Nurſe and Clodius. 
And may not wear em. Welcome, Nurſe: what News ? 
How tares the Lord of all mv Joys, my Mains? 


Chair! 80. | 
Lav. Nay, prithee Nurſe 87 doſt hon 


Nurſe. Oh! a Chair! a Chair! no Queſtions n 9 
r! | | 
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Oh! do not ſpoil the Muſick of 
With ſuch a Melancholick wret 
Nurſe. Oh! 1 am weary, 
_ Fie! how my Bones ake! what a Jaunt 
Lav. Do not delay me thus, but quickly tell me, 
Will Marius come to Night? Speak. will he come? 


* h 


Face. 


Nurſe. Alas! alas! what haſte? oh! cannot you flay : 
little? ob! do not you fee that I'm out of Breath? oh thi 


Phthiſick! Clodins, the Cordial. 

Lav. Tiy excuſe thou mak'ſt for this un kind delay 
Is longer than the Tale theu haſt to tell. 

Is thy News good or bad? anſwer to that. 
Say either, and I'll flay the Circumſtance. 

Nurſe. Well, you have made a ſimple Choice: you know 
not ho to chuſe a Man, Yet his Leg excels all Mens, 
And for 3 Hand and a Foot and a Shap”, though they ue 
not to be talk d of —— yet they are paſt compare. What, 
have you Din d within! 


Lav. No, no: what fool:ſh Queſtions doſt thou akk ? 


What ſays he of bis coming? what uf that? 
Nurſe. Oh! bow my Had akes! what a Head have I 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My Back o t'other fide! ab! my Back! my Back! 
Beſhrew your Heart for fencing me bout 
To catch my Death. — This Back of mine will break. 
| [ Drinks. 
Lav Indeed I'm ſorry if thou art not well. 
Bur prichee tell me, Nurſe, wha: fays my Live? 
Nurſc. Why, your Love ſays Ike an honeſt Gentleman, 
and a kind Genticman, and a handſome and I] wer- 


rant 2 virtuous Gentleman, [ Dri. k.] Wel— ht? 


Where's your Father? 
La. Where's my Father? why, he's at the Senate. 
How diy thou reply ſt? : 
Yuur Love fays like an honeſt Gentleman, 
Where's ycur Father? 
Nu-ſe. Oh good Lady dear! 
Are ) u ſo ho ? marry come ups I trow. 
Is this a Poultifs tor my aking Bones? 


Hencctor ward do your Meſſages your ſelf. Lav. 


very wezry. Clodins, my Cir. 
bare 
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prithee be not angry Nurſe, I meant 
kindly, will my Marius come? 
Nurſe, Will he? will a Duck ſwim? 
Lav. Then he will come. 

. Come? why, he will come upon 


Les No 


all fodr, but 


bel come. Go. get you in, and ſay your Prayers: Go. 


Lav. For Bleſſings on my Marius and thee. 

Nurſe, Well, it would be a fad Thing, though — 

Lav. What? 

Nurſe. it Marius ſhould not come now—'or there's old 
Doings at the Gates, they are at it ding dor g. Tantara- 
u go the Trumpets; Shout, cry the Sol tiers; cl:tter, go 


the Swords, III Warrant — I made no ſmall ble 


Lav. And is iy Marius there ? alas my Fears! 
[ Trrempets, 
The Noiſe comes this way. Guard my Love, ye Gods, 
Or ſtrike me with ycur Thunder when he falls. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The Forum. 


| Znter Marius Senior, Marius Junior, Granius, Sulpitius, 


Catulus, 6c. Guards, Liclors, on one fide: Metellus, 
Sylla, Quintus Pompeius, Guards, on the other. 


| Trumpets ſound a Ma ch. 
Met. Oh theu God, * 


| Deliverer of Rowe, moſt bleſt of Men! 
| See here the Fathers of thy bleeding Country 
| Proftrate tor Refuge at thy Feet: See there 


Tae Terrour of cur Freedom and thy Foe, 


| The Perſecutor of thy Friends, the Scourge 
Of Truth and Juſtice, and the Plague of Rome. 


Mar. Sen. What art thou that cart lead thy {laviſh Ears 
To flattering Hypocritie ? | 
Hua. My Name thou baſt heard, 
And fled trom. I am the Friend of Rowe, 
The Terrour and the Bine of thee her Foc, (thus arm'd, 
Mar. Sen. If thou'rt her Friend. why com'ſt thou hers 
Sauyhrering her Citizens, and ling waſte her Walls 
Hua. To tree her from a Tyrant's Power, 
Mar. Sen, Who is that Tyrant? PTS 
yet 
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9 Thou, who haſt 
Her Senate, made thy felf by force a Conſul, 
Set free her Slaves, and arm'd em gainſt her Laws; 


Have I cppreft you? have l forc'd your Laws? (Wrong, 
Am I a Tyrant? I, whom ye have rais'd 

For my true Services, to what | am? 

Remember th' Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Teutons; 

Remember the Confederate War. 

Hal. Where thov, _ 

Cold and delay ing, wer't by Silo bray'?, 
Scorn'd by thy Scluiers, and at laſt compell'd 
loglorciouſly to quit th? unwieldy Charge. 
Remember toy who baniſh'd gocd Metellus, 
The Friend and Parent of thy obſcure Family, 
That rais'd thee from a Peatanc to a Lord. 

Mar. Sen. Baſcly thou wrongſt the Truth, My Actions 
Hadſt thou been born a Peaſant, ſtill thou'sſt been ſo: 
But I by Service to thy Country ve made | 
My Name renown'd in Peace, and fear'd in War, 


Sylla. In the Fugurthme War, whoſe King was taken 


Pris ner by me, and Marius triumph'd for't. 


Mar. Sen. Thou ſtol'ſt him baſely, ſtol'ſt bim at the price 


Ot his Wite's Luſt: Thou barter dſt his Betray ing, 
And in the Capitol haſt Pageants fer | 
In memory ot thy Vanity and Same. 
Syila. Thy Shame. 
Mar. Sen. My Honour, proud preſumptuous Boy, 
Who would'ſt be gaudy in an unfit Dreſs, 
And wear my caſt-off Glories atter me. 
Sa. I'd rather wear ſome Beggar's rotten Rags, 
By bim left dangling on a High-way Hedge, 


Than foil my Laurels with a Leaf of thine, 
Thou tcorn'd Plebeian. 

Mar Sen. Worſt Perdition catch thee. 

Sylla. Disband that Rout of Rebels at thy Heele, 
And yield thy felt to Jultice and the Senate. 

Mar. Sen. juſtice trom thee demanded on my Head? 


Firit clear thy ſelf, quit thy uſlurp'd Command: 
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Mar Sen Hear this, ye Romans, and then judge ny | 


| 
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. Upon thy Neck I would. : 
Mar. Sev. As ſoon thau dſt take 
4 Lion by the Beard: Thou dar' net think on't. 

Sylla, I dare, and more. 

Mar. Sen. Then Gods, I rake your Word; 
If there be truth in you, I ſhall not fall 
This Day. My Friends and Fellow: Soldiere, now, 
| Fight as I've ſeen you: For the Life of Syils, 
Leave it to me; tor much Revenge mult go 
Along with Death, when tuch a Victim bleeds, 

Sylla. My Lords withdraw. 

Met. No, truſt the Gods; I'll ſee 
My Country's Fate, and with her live or die 
Mar. Sen. Now, Sylla. | 

Sylla, Now, my Veterans, confider 
You fight for Laws, for Liberty, and Life. 

| Mar. Sen. Rebellion never wanted that Pretence. 
Thou Shadow ot what I have been, thou Puppet 

Of that great State and Honours I have born, 

1 thou lt do ſomething worthy of thy Place, 
I er's join our Battle with a force may glut 
| The Throat of Death; and choak him with himſelf; 
e | As fiercely as deſtroying Whirlwinds riſe, 
| Or as Clouds daſh when Thunder ſhakes the Skies. 
| | Trampets ſound a Charge: füt. 
Re-enter Marius Senior taken by Sylla's RED 
Mar. Sen. Forſaken, and a Priſoner? Is this all 


That's left of Marius? The old, naked Trunk 

Of that tall Pine that was? Away, ye Shrubs, 

Ye clinging Brambles; do not clog me thus, 

But let me run into the Jaws of Dearh, 

And finiſh my ill Fate. Or muſt I be 
Preferv'd a publick Spectacle, expos'd "4 
| To Scorn, and make a Holyday tor Slaves? | 

| Oh! that Thought's Hell. Sure I ſhould know thy Face. 
Thou haſt born Office under me. If c'er 

In my beſt Fortune 1 deferv'd thy Friendſhip, 

Give me a Romans Death, and ſet me tree, 


That no Diſhonour in my Age o ertake me. 


of. 
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Off. Tee ferv'd and lov'd you well: Nor would l fs 


Your Fall——My Orders were, to fave your Life. 
Mur. Sen. Thou irt a Time-ſerver, that can lt flatter miſery, 
Enter Marius Funior, Graniu and Sulpitius, Prifoncys, + 

My Sons in Bonds too, and Saul pit ius? 
Sulp. Yes, the Rat-catchers have trapp'd me. Now muſt] 
Be Food for Crows, and ſtink upon a Tree, | 
Whilſt Coxcombs ſtroul abroad on Holy-days 
To take the Air, and ſee me rot. A pox 
On Fortune, and a pox on that firſt Fool 
That taught the World Ambition. 
Der Quintus Pompeius, four Lifors before him. 
2. Pomp. Draw near, 
Ye Men of Rome. and hear the Law pronounc'd. 
Thou Marias, whoſe Ambition and whole Pride 
Has coſt fo many Lives, the firſt that e er 
Wag d civil Wars in Rome, thee and thy Sone, 
Thy Family and Kin, with that vile Slave 
And Miniſter of al thy Outages, 
The curs'd Sulpitizes, Baniſnment's thy Lot; 
After to-morrow's Dawn if found rh)? City, 
Death be thy Doom: So hath che Senate ſaid. 
So flowriſh Peace and Liberty in Rome. | 


[Exit Q. Pompeius, Lictors crying Liberty. 


Mar. Sen. I thank ye G ds, upon my Knecs | thank ye, 
For plaguing me above all other Men. 
Come, ye young Heroes, kneel and praiſe the Heav'as, 
For crowning thus your youthtul Hopes. Ha, ba, ha! 
What pleaſant Game hath F..rrune play'd ro Day? 
Oh! I could burſt with Laughter. Why, now Rome's 
At Peace. But may it be as hort and vain | 
As Joys but dreamer of, or as ſick Men's Slumbers. 
Now let's take Hands, aud bending to the Earth, 
To all ch' infernal Powers let us ſwear. 
All. We ſwear, 
Mar. Sen. That's well: By all the Deſtinies, 
By ali che Furies, ard the Fiends that wait 
About the Throne of Hell, aud by Hel King, 
We'il bring D: ſtruction to this cu fed Cuy ; 
Let not one Stone of all her Towers ſtaud fafe. 


Mar: 
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Let not her Temples nor her Gods eſcape. 
Husbands in their Wives Embraces periſh. _ 
young Men maſſacred. 

ins raviſh'd. 

let her Lovers all my Torments feel, 
Doatin me, and like me baniſhed. | 

Thus let em Curſe, thus raving Tear their Hair, 


Thy own. 
Mar. Fun. And ever after Pain and Sorrow, 
But go thou, find Lavinia's Woman out To his Servant. 
Tell her Fil come, and bid her chear my Love, 
For Pl} not fail, but in this Night en joy | 
Whole Life, and forgive Nature what's to come. 
Mar. Sen. Thus then let's part; each take his ſeveral way, 
As to a Task of Darkneſs: When we meet 
In hated Exile, we'll compute Accompts, 
And ſee what Miſchiet cach has gathered then. 
For, Rome, I ſhall de yet once mere thy Lord, 
If Oracies have truth, and Augurs lye nor, 
For yet a Child, and in my Father's Fields 
Playing, I ſeven young Eagles chanc'd to find; 
Which gathering up I to my Parents bore. 
The Gods were ſought, who promis'd me from thence 
As many times the Conſulate in Rome. 
Six times already I've that Office bore, 
And ſo far bas the Prophecy prov'd true. 
But if I've man g d ill the Time that's paſt, 
And oo remils ix elder Fortunes luſt, 
The youngeſt Darling-Fate is yet to come, 
And thou ſhalt feel me then, ungratetul Rowe, { Exennt, 
ACT IV. SCENE I 
SCENE The Garden. 


Enter Lavinia and Marius Junior. 
Lav, Ny | LT thou be gone? It is not yet near Days 
It was the Nigh.ingale, and not the Lark, 
That 
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That pay the fearful hollow of thy Ear. 
Nightly on yon Pom tree ſhe 
Believe me, Love, it was the Nightingale. 
Mar. Oh! cvras the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, 
No Nightingale. Lock, Lowe, what envious Streaks 
Of Light embroider all the cloudy Eaſt. 
Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund 
Upon the Mountan- ops fits gaily dreſt, 
Whilſt all the Birds bring Mutick to his Levy. 
I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and di. 
Lav. Oh! on! what wretched Fortune is my Lot! 
Sure, giving ther, Hezv'a grew too far in Debt 
To pay, till Zankrupt-like it broke; whilft l, 
A poor compounding Creditor, am forc'd 
To take a Mite for endleſs Sums of Joy. Is 
Mar. Fun. Let me be taken, let me ſuffer Death, 
] am content, fo thuu wilt have it fo ———— 
By Heav'n, yon gray is not the Morning's Eye, 
But the Reflection of pale Cynthia's Brightneſs ; 
Nor is't the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat 
So high and eccho in the Vault of Heav'n. 
Fm all Deine to ſhy, no Will to go. 
How we my Soul? let's talk: It is not Day, + 
Lav. Oh! it is, it it—Ply hence away my Maris, 
I is the Lark, and out of Tune ſhe fings, 
With grating Diſcords and unpleaſing Strainings. 
Some fay the Lark and loathſome Toad change Eyes: 
Now I could wiſh they had chang'd Voices too; 
Or that a Lethargy had ſeiz d the Morning, 
And (he had flept and never wak'd again, 
To part me from th* Embraces of my Love. 
What ſhall become of me, when thou art gone? 
Mar. 7un. The Gods that heard our Vows, and know our 
— Faith, and thy unſpotted Trutb, (Loves, 


| In the ſevere Diſtreſſes of my Fate. | 
As I perhaps ſhall wander through the Deſart, 
want a Place to reſt my weary Head on, 
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pl} count the Stars, and bleſs 'em as they ſhine, 
And court them all for my Lavinia ſafety. 
Iv. Oh Baniſhment, eternal Baniſhment?! 
Meer to return? muſt we ne er meet again? 
My Heart will break, I cannot think that Thought 
And lire. Could 1 but ſez to th' End of Woe, 
Tere were ſome Comfort. but eternal Torment 
s ever inſupportable to Though. 
It cannot be that we ſhall part for ever. 

Mar. Fun. No, for my Baniſhment may be recall d; 
My Father once more hold a Pow'r in Rome: | 
Then ſhall I boldly claim Zavimiz mine, 

Whilſt happieſt Men hall envy at the Bleſſing, 

Ard Poets write the Wonders of our Loves. 
au. If by my Father's Cruelty I'm forc'd, 

When left alone, to yield to Syila's Claim, 

Defenceleſs as I am, and thou far from me, 

If, as | muſt, I rather die than ſuffer t, | 

What a fad Tale will that be when tis told thee? 

I know not what to fear, or hope, or think, 

Or fay, or do. I cannot let thee go. | 

Mar. Fun. A thouſand things would, to this purpole faid, 
But ſharpen and add weight to Sorrow. 


Oh my Lavinia! if my Heart e er firay, [ Kneels. 
Or any other Beauty ever charm me, 

If I live not entirely only thine, 

In that curſt Moment when my Soul forſakes thee, 

May I be hither brought a Captive bound, 


T adore the Triumph of my baſeſt Foe, 
Lav. And if I live not faithful to the Lord 
Of my firſt Vows, my deareſt only Marius, 
May I be brought to Poverty and Scorn, 
Hooted by Slaves forth from thy Gates, O Rome, 
Til flying to rhe Woods avoid my Shame, 
Sharp Hunger, Cold, or fome worſe Fate deſtroy me; 
And not one Tree vouchſafe a Leaf to hide me. 
Mar. Jun. What needs all this i—— . 
Lw. Oh! I could find out things 
To talk to thee for ever. 
Mar. Jun. Weep not; the time | * 
Fs 
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We had to ſtay togetber has been employ d 
| Jaricheft Love 
Lav. We ought to ſummon all 
The Spirit of ſoft Paſſion up, to chear 
Our Hearts thus la ring with the pings of parting; 
Oh my p or Marins! 
Mar. Fun. Ah my kind Lavinia 
Lav Burt doſt thou think we e'er ſhall meet again? 


Mar. Jun. I doubt it not; and all theſe Woes ſhall ferve | 


For we Dilc-urfes in our Time to come, 
Lat. Als! 1 have an ill-civining Soul; 

Met hi kl fer thee, now thou'rt from my Arms, 

Like a ftark Ga tt, with Horrour in thy Vi | 

Ei ber mv E igt fails or thou look'it pale. 


Mar, Jun. d tust me Love, in my Eye ſo doſt Thou 


Dry Soirow ꝙ]ꝓ ns our Blouc——Farewel, 


Lav Far-wel then. [Exit Mar. Jun, 


Nurſe within | Madam, 
Lav. My Nurie. 


Be wa: y, ook about you 


I muſt hear (cm thee every Hour i'th* Day: | 
For abſænt Minutes ſeem as many Days. \ 
Oh? by this reck'ning I ſhall be moſt old, % 
Ter I again behold my Marin. Nay, 

Gone too already! Twas unkindly done, 

I had not yet imparted half my Soul, 

Not a third part of its fond jealous Fears: 

But IT] purſue him for t, and be reveng' d; 

Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Heart, 

Shall make it tingle as his Life were ſtung: 

Nay too Pl! love him; never, never leave him; 


Fond as a Child, and reſolute as Man. Exit Lavidia 


Enter Metellus muſing. 
Mer Sylla this Morning parts from hence to Capua, 
To head that Army. Cinna muſt be Conſu 
Ay, Cinna muſt be. He's a bulie Fellow, 
Knows bow to tell a Story to the Rabble, 
Hates Marius too: that, that's the deareſt point. 


Nurſe within.) Your Father's up, and Day - light broke + | 
(road. 
CZav. is he gene? my Lord, my Husband, Friend, 


* 
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k they catch him, bis Head*s fate, that's certain. 


| -Nothing but tois'd and tumbled all this 


| Why, the thinks of nothing elſe, talks of nothing elſe} 


, hey are true, thoſe Tidings thou haſt brought me, 
Wat while ſhe wakes, and tell her tis my Pleaſure, 
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| | hope the Snares for Marius laid may take bim. 
kaodred Horſe are in purſuit to find him: 


coe will be the other be it ſo. 

an honeſt, ſimple, downright-dealing Lord. 

| Alittle too religious, that's his Fault. 

Enter a Servant. 

| Serv. A Letter left you by a LiQtor, 
| Who told us that it came from the Lord $y{ls. 


 Miellus reads the Letter. 
LAME not, Sir, my parting 
So ſuddenly: juſt now I've had advice 
Of ſome Diſturb ance in the Camp at Capua. 
Commend my te der ft Faith to fair Lavinia, 
In re S/ lla Advocate with her and Rome. 


Euter Nurſe. 


Well, Nurſe. | 
Nurſe. My Lord, 
Met. How does my Daughter ? 
Nurſe. Truly very ill: 

She has not ſlept 2 wink: 


llt her juſt now flumbring. * 
This Lord Sl does fo run in her Head. 


| * As. Oh? were be in her Heart, Nurſe! 


Nurſe. Were he? 


| Creams of nothing elſe. She would needs have me lis 

with her t other Night. But about Midnight (I'll ſwearit 
wak'd me out of a ſweet Nap) ſhe takes me faſt in her 
Arms, and cries, Oh my Lord Sylls; but are you, will 
you be true? Then figh'd, and ſo ſtretch I ſwear I 
was half afraid. | 
Aer. She's ſtrangely alter d then. 


This Morning two new Conſuls muſt be choſen. 


a 


* 
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At my return from th” Forum that I fee her —: © 
(Exit Metellur, 
Nurſe. So, ſo? ——here will be ſweet coings in time, 
How many hundred Lies a day muſt I tell, e 
Family at Peace? 
Ener Lavinia. 
Lav. Oh Nurſe! Where art thou? Is my Father gone? 
Nurſe. Gone? Yes; and I would I were gone too. 
Lav. Why doſt thou hgh? What cauſe haſt thou towiſh 
Wert thou diſtreſt, unfortunate as | am, (er 
Thou hadſt then cauſe. 
What ſhall I do? Ob, how alone am I” 
I walk methinks as half of me were lolt : 
Yer, like a maim'd Bird, flutter, flutter on, 
And fain wou'd find a Hole to hide my Head in. 
Nurſe. Odds my Boddikias! but why thus dreſt, Madam? 
Why in this pickle, ſay you now? 
Lav. Seem mn yr 7 nor dare to oppoſe me, 


1 Men and Maids, — 
| 4 you? Oh! oh! 1 
oo 


gets from her. Nurſe falls down. Exit Lavinia 
Enter Clodius. 


Lav. 
Heng the matter, Miſtreſs ? 


Glody, Clody, dear Cledy, is't thee, my dear 
Clody? Help me, help me up. Run to my Lord to the 
Bram preſently; tell him bs ran nd bi oak 


1 
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37 
is Daughter dead, and I mad. Run, run. You'll 
>= Oh! oh! [ Excant. 
SCENE changes to the Country. 
Enter ſeveral Herdſmen belonging to Muriue, 
1 Herdf. Good-morrow, Brother; you have heard the 


1 Herdſ. Why, they fay our Lord and Mifter's ſtept a 
one fide. Is there any thing in't trow ? | 
2 Herdſ. Any thing in't? alar-2-day ! alas - day fad 
times! fad times, Brother! nota Penny of Mony ſtirring. 
1 Herdſ. Nay, I thought there was no good Weather 


towards. when my bald-fac d Heifer ſtuck up her Tail 
Fiſtward, and ran back into a new Quick-er, which I 
| had juſt made to keep the Swine from the Beans, 


the Chimney--orner, a whole Family of Swal!ows, that 
had occupy'd a Tenement theſe ſeven Years, fell down, 


| Neſt and all. into the Porridge- pot, and fpoil'd the Broth. 


dad times! fad times, Brother! 

3 Herdſ. Did you meet no Troopers this way? 

2 Herdſ. Troopers? I ſaw a parcel of Rapgooners, 1 
think they call em, trotting along yon Wood fide upon 
neged Hidebound Jaces, I warrant they came for r.o 
Goudne's — 

1 Herdf. Tos to ſeek for Lord Marine, as ſure as 
be Egge. Theſe bitious Folk make more ſtir in the World 
than a thouſand Men. Would my Kine were all in their 


Kals, 
Enter ſeveral Soldiers in queſt of Marius. 
1 Sold, This is the way. Huw now, ycu pack of 
Boobies? whoſe Fools are you ? | 
2 Herdſ. Why, we are ſuch Fouls as you are; any bo- 
dies Fools that will pay us our Wages. 
2 Sold. Do you belong to the Traitor Marius? 
1 Herd. We belong to Caius Marias, an't like your 


ws 

1 Sold. Why, this is a civil Fellow. But you, Rogue, 

you are witty and be hang'd, are you? 
z Hera. 
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n 
to be valiant. enough, Fd | 
mths » Wrtins erU be © ls. 8 
2 Sold. Let the hungry Churl alone. 
1 Sold, Hark you, you Dog; where's your Lord, the | 
Traitor Marius? 
2 Herd. In a whole Skin, if he be wiſe 
2 Sold. Where is he, you Pultroon ? | | 
2 Herdſ. Look you, I keep his Cows and his Oxen here | 
at Salonium but I keep none of him. It you mult needs 
know where he is, then I muſt needs tell you I dont 
u Sold. Let's to his Houſ: hard by, and ranſack that, 
Sirrah, if we miſs of him, you may repent this, 
| een 
1 Ferdſ. Tis all one to me, I muſt pay my Rent to 


1-1-5 4 4 


- 3 
2 Herdſ. Why, this tis nowto be a great Man. Heav'n 
keep me a Cow-keeger ſti 1 a) 
| Enter Marius Senior and Granius. 
Mar. Sen. Where are we? are we yet not near Saloninm? © | 
Lead me to yonder ſhady Poplar, where 
. The poor old Marias a while may fit, 
Aud joy in Reſt, Oh my diftempei'd Head! 
The Sun has beat his Beams fo had upon me, 
That my Brain's hot as molten Gold. My Skull! 
Oh my tormented Skull! Oh Rome! Rome! Rome! 
Hah! what are thoſe? 
Gran. They ſeem, Sir, Rural Swains, 
Who tend the Herds that graze beneath theſe Woods. 
Mar Sen. Who are you? to winat Lord do ye belong! 
2 Herdf We did belong to Cains Marius once: but 
they ſay nc's gone a Journey: and nov we belong to 
one another. | | 5 
Mar. Sen. Have ye forgot me tlien, ungrateful Slaves! | 
Are ycu to willing to diſovyn your Maſter? | 
Who would have thought t have tound ſuch Baſeneſs here, 
Where Innocence ſeems ſeated by the Gods, | 
As in her Virgin-nakedneſs untainted ? 
Confuſion on ye, ye ſordid Earthlings. [Ex all but one. 
1 Herdſ. Oh fly, my Lord, your Foes are thick abroad. 
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Io take the price 
help and ſuppor 
ere | Then go and find thy wretched Brother our. 

eds | Afunder we may dodge our Fate, and loſe her. 

ut In ſome old hollow Tree or overgrown Brake 

| | Id ieſt my weary Limbs till danger paſs me. 

at, | [Goes into the Weed, 
Enter Soldiers again. 

11. 1 Sold. A thouſand Crowns? tis a Reward mig hb uy 
to | As many Lives, for they are cheap in Rome; | 


And 'tis too much for one, 
„ 2 Sold, Let's ſet this Wood | 
A flaming, if you think he's here, and then * 
| Quickly you'll fee th' old Drone crawl humming out. 
1 Sold. Thou always lov 'i to ride full ſpeed to Miſchief. 
Tbere's no confiderarion in thee. Look you, when I cut 
Throat, I love to do ic with as much Deliberation and 
Decency as a Barber cuts a Beard, I hate a {lovenly ur- 2 1 
b ther done hand over head: a Man gets no credit by it. " 
| 


3 Sold, The Man that ſp ke lat, ſpoke well. There- 
boxe let us to yon adjacent ViiLge, and fowſe our {elves 
May. Sen. Oh Villains! not 2 Slave of thoſe 
| But has ſerv'd under me, has cat my Bread, | = 
2 | And felt my Bounty——Dreugtt! parehing Drought! — 
t Va ever Lion thus by Dogs emboſs d? 
> {f Ol!I could ſwallo v Rivers: Earth yield me Water; 
| Or fallow Marin down where Springs fi ſt flow. 
| Enter Viarius Junior, and Granius. 
Mar. Tun My Fatter! 
1 Mar. Sen. Oh my Sons! 
Mar. Jun. Why thus forlorn ! ſtretch'd on the Earth? 
| May Sen. Oh ! get me ſome retreſnment, cooling Heibs, 
| And Water to allay my ravenous Thirſt. 
ee trouble you if I bad frength: But 


His Ten and Fatt 
faint that all my Limbs are uſeleſs. 
buy Food, © 

farve? No, ſure the Birds will feed ye: 


Mar. 2 There ſtands 2 Houſe on yonder fide 
Ir ſeems the Manſion ot ſome Man of Note: (Wok 


_ Fil go and turn a Beggar for my Father. 
Mar. Sen. O my Soul's Comfort? do. Indeed I want it 
I, who had once the plenty of the Earth, 
Now want a Root and Water. Go, my Boy, 
Aud fee who'il give a Morſel to pocr May ius. 
Nay, I'll not ſtarve; No, I will plunge in Riot, 
Wallow in Plenty. Drink! Vil drink, Pil drink. 
Give me that Goblet hi- her. Here's a Hcaltu 
To all the Knaves and Senators in Rome. 
Mar. R ur ſelf a while, till we return, 
Mar. ' — pr iche let me rave a little, 
Go, prithee go, and don't 2 I. l reſt, 
As thou Rome, if e er my Fortune reife me 
Fx. Mar, Jun. 


| Enter Lavinia. 
Murtb' rer? this brings ſmiling Fate: 
A deadiy Snake cloath'd in a dainty Skin. 
. Pre wandred up and down thei: Woods and 


_ Againſt a tab, young, leader, wel- grown Oak 
Leaning, I found Lavinia in the Bai k. 
Marins ſhould not be tar hence. 


. What art thon, | 
yin dar'ft to name that wretched Creature Maria? 

not be angry, Sir, whatc'er thou art; 

r unhappy Womar, driven 

ro purſue my Baniſh'd Lord. 

thy diflembling Tone thou — be 
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1 
| For die we id thee. 17 am | thy Father? 


Find with the Sun of Marius? 


| found a Chry(tal Spring too ia the Wood, 


hut ſurely Marius can't be brought to wanr, 


US MARTUS e 


, is it you? 
May Sew. Now thou art Woman; 


| ne'er was yet fo curſt; none of thy Sex 
per from me. My Off- (pring all are Males; 
The nobler ſort of Beaſts — Men. 

Lav. I am your Daughter, if your Son's my Lord. 
ne'er heard Latinas Name in Rome, 


Mar. Sen, Hah ! 

Art thou that fond, thit kind and doating thing, 
That left her Father, for a baniſh d Husband ? 
Come near — 

And let me bleſs thee, tho' thy Nimes my Foe. 

Lav, Alas, my Father, you ſeem much oppreſt: 
Your Lips are parcht, blood-ſhot your Eyes and ſunk. | 
Will you partake ſuch Fruits as | have gather'v ? | - 
Taſte, Sir, this Peach, and this Pomegranat; bath are | 4 
lupe and retreſhing. 

Mur. Sen. What? all this from thee, 

Thou Angel, whom the Gods have fent aid to me? 
| don't deſerve thy Bounty, 

Lau. Here, Sir's more. 


And took ſome Water: tis moſt {ft and cool. 
Mar. Sen. An Emperor's Feaſt! but I ſhall rob thee: | 
Lav. No, I've eat, and flak d my Thirſt. But where's _ 
my Lord, | To 
My deareft Marius? 
Mar. Sen. * th Neighb'ring Vi 
He's gone, to beg his — 's 27 —— 
Lav. will you then call me Daughter ? will — . 
I'm much oe -paid for all the Wrongs of Fortune. 


I've Gold aud Jewels too, and they'll buy Food. 
Enter Marius Junior. | 
** See here, my Marius, what the Gods have 
t us. 
dee thy Lavinia. | | 
Mar. _ Hah! [They rim an embrace. 
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__ Lav. My 
Thy Father's Houſe, the Pomp and State of Rome, 
To follow Defart-Miſery ! ' 
Lav. | come 
To bear a part in every thing that's thine, 
Be't Happineſs or Sorrow. In theſe Woods, 
Whilſt trom purſuing Enemies you're ſafe, 
Fl} range abou-, and find the Fruits and Springs, 
Gather coal Sedges, Daffadils and Lillies, 
And ſofteſt Camomil . make us Beds, 
Whereon my Love and I at night: will ſleep, 
And dream # better — 
Enter Granius and Servant with Wine and Meas. 
Mar. Sen. Yet Plenty ? 
Sure Camus, the God of Feaſting, haunts theſe Woods, 
And means to entertain us as his Gueſts. 
Serv. I am ſent hither, Marius, from my Lord, 
Sextilins the Prætor, to relieve thee. 


Was he too proud to come and ſee his Maſter, 
rais'd him out of nothing ? Was he nor 


; 


upon the voidings of my Table? 

affront me with a ſordid Alms? 
ſaucy y a Slave? 
th 


b 
e whilt thou art ſafe. Hold, ſtay a little. 


Th 


a 
with thy Scraps: back to thy Teeth I daſh em. 
h | 


What Anſwer would you have me carry back? 
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an ample Fortune once his own, "" 


Where now he cannot claim 2 Turf to fl pon. [ Ex. Serv. 
How am I fallen! Muſick? Sure, the Gods [Soft Mit. 
Are Mad, or have defign'd to make me fo. 


Well, what art Thou? 
Marth. Am I a Stranger to rhee ? 
Martha's my Name, the Syrian Propheteſs, 
That us d to wait upon thee with good Fortunes 
Till baniſh'd out of Rome for ſerving Thee, 2 
I've ever fince inhabited theſe Woods, | 1 
And ſearch'd the deepeſt Arts of wiſe F 3 
Mar. Sen. I know thee now moſt well. When thos 
wert gone, 
Al my good Fortune left me. My lov'd Vultures, 
Tut us d to hover c'er my happy Head, 
And promiſe Honour ia the Day of Battle. 
Have fince been ſeen no more. Even Birds of Prey 
Forſake unhappy Marin: Men of Prey 
Purſue him ſtill, Haſt thou no Hopes in flore? 
Marth, A hundred Spirits wait upon my will, | 
To bring me Tidings from th' Exrth's fartheſt Corners, 
Of all that happens out in States and Councils: 
I tell thee therefore, Rome is once more thine. 
The Conſuls have had Blows, and Cixna's beaten, 
Who wirh his Army comes to find thee out, he 
To lead him back with Terrour to that City. 1 
Mer Sen. Speak on. | | 
Marth. Nay, cer thou think'ſt it he will be with ther? 
Bur let thy Sons, and thele fair Nymphs retire, 3 
Whilſt | relieve thy wearied Eyes with Sleep, 
And chear thee in a Dream with promis'd Fate. 
Mar. Fun. Come my Lavinia, Graniu, we'il withdraws 
To ſome cool Shade, and wonder at our Fortune. [E. 
[Martha waves ber Wand-—— 4 Dance. 
_ Mar. Sen. O Reſt, thou Stranger tomy Sealers, welcome. 
Enter Servant and a R | 
| Sev. Ten Attick Talents ſhail be thy Reward, 
Sextilins gives em thee. 5" aim fafely. 
2 
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Us 


| 2 thy old Soldier will obey, 


To Rome's Tribunal. 


Mar. Sen. Stand off, 


Secure that Gaul—Dar'ſt thou Kill Cains Marius? 2 [ik 


Hah! fpeak? What art thou ? 

Ruf. By Sextiluus hired 

I hitter came to take your Life. Spare mine. 
And Vl for ever ſerve you at your Feet. 


Mar. Sen. What barb'rous Slaves are theſe, that enyy me | 


The open Air; fer Prices on my Head, 
_— would do on Wolves that ſliy their Flock! 
Euter Sulpitiue. [T 
! Sulpitius, where haſt thou been wand 


Since the late Storm that drove us from each other? 


Sup. Why, doing Miſchief 3 1 
"+ up 2 Fools, _y 
The Senators and Government, deſtroying 
| honeſt Men. and Knaves. 
Mary. Sen. "_— but where's Cinna ? 
Sup. Ready to ſalute yor—— 

Enter Cinna — with Lidtors and Guard. 
Cin Komans, once mure behold your Conſul; fee, 
Is that a Fortune fit for Caius Marius? 


Advance your Axes and your Rods before him, 


And give * all the Cuſtoms of his Honour. (Marin. 
Mar. Sen. Away: ſuch Pomp becomes not wretched 


Here let me pay Obedience to my Conſul. 


Lead me, great Cinna where thy Foes have wrong'd thee, | 


* a 
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ut a large Part of that great City follow's me: 


Tenter d crown'd with Triumph into Rome. 


we? | 
dot. That godly ſoothfaying Foo), 


ferificing Dolt, that Sot Offaviu, * 
een the Forum, * 


Diſown'd me for his Collegue ; faid, the Gods 
Had told him I deſign d Pani Pow'r; * 
Fovok'd the Citizens, who took up Arms, | 
And drove me forth the Gates. 

Mar. Sen. Excellent Miſchict ! 
What's to be donc? 

Cin. No ſooner was I gone, 


There's not an honeſt Spirit left in Rome, 
That does not own my Cauſe, and with for Marins. 

Mur. Sen. Bring me my Horſ, my Armour, ard the Lau el 
Wich which when l'd o'ercoame three barb'cous Nations, 


Igo to free her now from greater Miſchie t. 
Enter Marius Junior and Granius. 
0 ig Warriour ! 
— Curſt be the Light, 
And ever curſt be all theſe Regions round ue. 
Iavinia's loft, born back with force to Rome, 
By Ruffians headed by her Father's Kiufmen; 

And like a Coward too I live, yer ſaw it. _— * 
May. Sen. Oh Marius! Marius! let not plaints come rom 
Nor cloud the Joy that's breaking on thy Father. (thee, 
It ſhe be back in Rome, Lavinia thine. 41 
To morrow's dawn reitores her to thy Arms. — 
For that tair Miſtreſs, Fortune, which has coſt 1 

So dear, for which ſuch Hardſhips I have paſt, 
ls cox no more, but crowns my Hopes at laſt. 
to imbrace her, nay, cis Death to flay. - 
as promis'd Bridegrooms, born away 
thoughts of nothing but the joy ful Day, I Bun. 
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— Lavinia, and Prieſt of Hymen: 
you have catch'd me: You may killme tags 
Nee ee 

all the Gods are witneſs how you uſe me. 
ter. What? like a vagrane fly thy Father's Houle? 
A toltore — an exil'd Slave, 


Reſolve to go, or bound be ſent to Sylls, 


Diſdain'd by all rhe World? but abjedt thou, | 


Wich as much Scorn as thou haſt done me Shame. 
Lev. Do, bind me, kill me, rack theſe Limbs: Il bear it. 
„Sir, conſider till I am your Daughter, 
And one 7 this holy Man 
May teach me to repent and ſbewo Obedience. 
Me. Think not t'cvade me by protracting time: 
Far if thou doſt not, may the Gods forſake me, 
. As I will thee, if thou eſcape my Fury —= [u 
Lav. Oh! bid me leap (rather than go to Sylla) 
=” pp Battlements of any Tow'r, 
Or walk in Thieviſh ways, or bid me lurk 


—— chain me with roaring Bears; 
Or bide me nightly in a Charnel-touſe 
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] have 


him back to comfort me. 4 

IT Man. Bur vehar ſhould he do here? 3: 
| My diſmal Scene tis fit 1 act alone. P > = 
| what if this Mixture do not work at all? C 
N Shall I to-morrow then be ſent to Syila? 
| No, no, his ſhall forbid it; lye thou there—— _ 
| [ Lays down the Dagger. 

Or bow, if, when I'm laid into the Tomb, | 

| wake before the time that Marias come 
Tomy Relief? There, there's a fearful Point. Ain 
| yall | not then be Rifled in the Vault, . 
Where for theſe many hundred Years the Bones 
Of all my bury'd Anceſtors are pack d? -” 
Where, as 7 Ghoſts at ſome Hours reſort, _ 2 
With Mandrakes ſhreeks torn from the Eirth's dark Womb, © 4 
Mut living Mortals hearing them run mad? = 
Or i I wake, ſhall I not be diſtracted, 
 lnviron'd round with all theſe hideous Fears, 
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ow What an excellent Maſter is un Army, 
* * To teach Reb: ious Cities Manners! Say, 
f 
Mar. Sen. Whom ? 
1 Cin. The Amt aſſadours. 5 
] Mar. Sen. From whence ? 
| 5 From Rome. 
Mar. Sen. by lovieg — they muſt be bend 

O$yila will be angry 

FR In _ 1 | 

And Pageantry the {lid Lumps move on? 

And though they come to beg, will be attended 

With their ill- order d Pomp and awkard Pride. 
Wbo are ye? and from whence? 
” 1 Amb, From wretched Rome. 
© To thee, moſt miuhty Cinna, and to thee, 

Moſt dread Lord Marius, in her Name we bow. 
Cin What's your Demand? 
1 Amb. Hear but our bumble Prayers, 
And all Demands be made by Godlike Cinna. 
Whither, oh! whither will your Rage purſue us? 
Muſt all the Fortunes and ths Lives ot Rome 
Suffer fcr one e of her Maſters? 
Ye. ur forrowtul a fflicted Mother Roma, | | 
In whoſe kind Boſom you were nurs'd and bred, 1 
Stretches her trembling Arms t'im your Pity, 
Fold up your dreadful Enfigns, ard lay by 
Your warlike Terrours, that affright her Matrone, 
. And come to her e er Sorrows quite c er- helm her. 
” But come like Sons that bring their Parents joy: 
| Enter her Gates with Dovc-l:ke Peace before ye, 
And let no bloody El:ughter ſtain her Streets. 

Cin. Thus tis you think to heal up ſmarting Honour, 
By pouring flatt ring Balm into the Wound, 
Which for a time may make it whole and fair: 
"Till the falſe Medicine be at laſt diſcover'd, 
And then it rankles to a Sore again. 

Take this my Anſwer: I will enter Rome; 
Bur for my Force, III keep ic ſtill my own, 
Nor part with Pow'r to give it to my Foes. 
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baſe Deformities a long Robe hides. - * = 
but laugh to think on't. =. 


_ 
et Noddles, thut look 6 grave - 


wer, when they we e upon tw _ 
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wy 4 y into our Ciry, 
v'a and you? 
| R ue Homage paid, 
Senator 2 knowledge ment, » 
CE Rewards and Offices of Honour. : 3 


But on that Brow there ſtill appears a Cloud, _ 
| That never roſe without a following Storm. 1 
| \ Mar. Sen. Alas ! for me a ſimple baniſt'a Man, N 
dr n from my Country 1 122 of Law, 
And ſh'd as my I's deſerv's, 4 
| 2 of me: Whate'cr are his Reſolves. 
174 

Ker. = and poco Ru 
Cin Now Marius. 


Mar. Sn. Now, my Cinna. 
Cin. Are nor we | 
Time born of Rome, — 4 6 bet 
| How I adore thy Temper? 
Mar. Sen Thoſe wo Knaves, 
Thoſe whining, tawning, humble, pliant Villains, 
Would cu tay Throat ur mine for halt a Drachma. - 
n. Let's rot deva Moment. 
- War. Sen. ©: ! lei*s fly, | 
| Edter this cus feu Ciry, vx, with Smiles too. 
But falte as he a iterate Promiſes 
Of Favouri es in po, when porr Men ccurt em. 
En. The always hated me, becauſe a Soldier. 
| May. Sen. dle 1741705 ever grudge at things. bove n. 
| And hate 2 PD (bop 272 100 much oblig d o. 
| When Fears are on (em, then their kincett Wiſhes: 
$ And belt Rewards dtn gallant Warriour ; 


I vanith d. . * Neglect, 


Il. 


= 


= 


Submiſſion ! 


City ours, and Sylls 


22 | 
11 
4055 
123 15 
THE 445 
ge Hf 
T 717 4 i 1111 1 1 
Wie M 11 SH 


| Conch. 

| . Wake her? Poor Tirmoule ! it will be as peeviſh, 
— 4. you, and rub its Nye's and fo frown now. - | 
I Well; Miſtreſs! why, Lavinia! raft | warrant ber. FIR 
Why, Lamb! why, Lady: Fie, you Slug-a-bed. _ = 
What, not a Word? You take your penny-worth now, 
Sleep for a Week; for the next Night (my Word fort!) 
gls takes care that you ſhall reſt but little. 


Gods forgive me —— 
2 Marry and Amen. How found is ſhe aſleep? 


| Now ſhould your Lover find you in this Poſture, 
| He'd fright you up i faith? What? Won't it do? 
4 Dreſt too? And in your Cloaths? and down again? 
| Nay, | muſt wake you, Lady! Lady! Lady! 
Alas! alas! help, help, my Lady's dd 
Ah! well-»day that ever I was born! 
Met. Lavinia dead? 
VNuſe. Your only Daughter's dead: 

I dead as a Herring Stock-fiſh, or Door- nail. FO 
| Mov. Stiff, cold and pale. Where are thy Beauties now? 
ST Thy Bluſhes that have warm'd ſo many Hearts? 3," 

| All Hearts that ever felt her conqu*ring Beauty, 
| Sigh 'till ye break; and all ye Eyes chat languiſh'd 
| In my Lavinia's Brightr eis, weep with me, | 
| [Till Grief grow general, and the World's in Tears. 
_ Nurſe. Oh Day ! oh Day! oh Day ! ob batetul Day! 
Never was ſeen ſo black a Day as this. 


— 


Uh Day? ob wotul Day! On Day like Night? . 
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Le. 
- undone. And 1 will ſigh, and cry till I am ſwel' d as bi 

as a Pumkin. Nay, my poor Baby, I'll take care thou 81 

not to die for nothing ; for will waſh thee with my Tears, 


Ty part about (Exit, 
SCENE changes to the Forum, where is 

1 placed the Conſul's Tribunal. 

| Fudey two Citizens. | 


| * Cit, Whither, ob whither ſhall we fly for Safety? 
Already recking Murther's in our Streets, . _ 
Marrons with Infants in their Arms are butchei'd, 
| And Rome appears one noifome Houle of Slaughter. | 
3 2 Cit. Hear us ye Gods, and pity our Calamicices. | 
Stop, ſtop the Fury of this cruel Tyrant; 
Or ſend your Thunder forth to ſtr. ke us dead, 
Ter our own Slaves are Maſters ot our Th: oats. 
1 Cie. Ruin draws near us: Oh my Frienc! leds fl 
To the Altars of our Gods, and by the Hands | 
Of one another die, as Romans ought. [ Exeunt, | 
Euter Ancharius the Senator, and his Grandſon. 
Child. Hide me, my.Grandtire; the uyly Men are coming 
That kid my Mother ard my Siſter The:bie. | 
Wil rhey kill you and me too? 
Aach Ob my Chil. ! | 
Jeannot hide ther, nor know not what to de. 
Decrepit Age be numbs my weary Limbs ; | 
I cannot rctift nor fly—— | 
Child. Then here well lit; | 
Perh ps they Il not come yer; or if they do; 
FI tall upon my Knees and beg your Lite, 
Fama vc: little harmleſs Boy; 
And whe: | cry, and talk, nl deve about m 
They'll piry fure my Tears, and grant me ail, Du 


I 
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Then enters Marius Senior 4s Conſul, Lidtors, Sulpitine, and 
Guards : 


- Falſe are your Safeties when indulg d by Pow's : 


| Who was fo violent for my Oe ſtruction, 


Mur. Sen. I thank ye, Gods, ye have reſtor d me nom. 
my hs 6 1 the Tribunal. _ 
at Pageantry is this, Sulpitius, ? | 2 
_— — Sayer, and bear em to their Fates. * 
1 Old Man. We come not for our ſelves, but in the Name 
Of Rome, to offer up our Lives for all. 
Fity a wretched Scate, thou raging God, 
And let looſe all thy dreadfu! Fury here. _ 
Mar.Sen. I know ye all, great Senators; ye are 
The Heads and Patrons of Rebellious Rome. 
Ye can be humble when Affliction galls ye: 
And with that Cheat at any time ye think 
To charm a generous Mind, though ye have wrong d it. 


* 


For ſoon ye fatten and grow able Traitors. 

Falſe are your Fears, and your Afflictions falſer : 
For they cheat you, and make you hope for Mercy, 
Which you ſha'l never gain at Marius Hands. 
Who truſts your Penitence is more than Fool. 
Rebellion will renew; ye cant be honeſt. 


Tau re never pleaſed but with the Knaves that cheat you; 


And work your Follies to their private Ends. 

For your Religion, like your Cloaths you wear ir, 
To change and turn juſt as the Faſhion alters. 
And think you by this ſolemn piece of Fooling 
To huſh my Rage, and melt me into Pity ? 
Advance, Sulfitins; old Ancharins there, 


That his Beard bruſtled at his Face diſtorted; 
Away with him. Ditpatch theſe Triflers too. 


Bur ſpare the Virgins, *cauſe mine Eyes have ſeen em: K 
Or keep em for my Warriours to rejoice in. Y 

Keb. Thou who wert born to be the Plague of Rum | 
WAA OY 


o guard my tender Years from Wrongs. 
is dead, what will become of me, 

helglc{s Orphan, naked left | | 
hence this Brat too; mount it on Sper, | 


upon your Knees, 
wich my little dying s implore you: 
be fit to do you ſome ſmall Pleaſures. 


17 
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a thouſand tender ways to pleaſe you; | 
when you rage, and ſtroak you into mildneſs; | 
with your manly Neck, and call you Father: | 
mine (alas!) the Gods have taken from me. (Breaſts | 
Sen. Young Crocodile! Thus from their Mother's 
iaftructed, bred and taught in Rowe. 
old Paralytick Slave, diſpatch him: 

me not know he breaths another moment. | 
this, 'cauſe*c has learn'd its Leſſon well, 
a Softneſs in my Heart pleads for him. 
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| Heav'u, and curſing at your Fortune. 
© _ Mar. Ser. Haſte, let him be preferv'd for my own Fury. , 


3 


e clap your Hands for Joy, ye Friends of Maris; 1 

2 Ten thouſand Talents for the News I'll give tice, 
The Core and Bottom of my Torment's found; 

- + Andina Moment | thall be at caſe, ' N 
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go. Metellus! we have found 1 1 
zk on the Rock of Fate, 
Then be his Name forgot, and heard no more. rad 


: | SCENE IV. A Charchyard. 


| Enter Marius Junior. 
| Hur. Fun. As 1 have wandred muſing to and fro; 
| Still am | brought to this unlucky place, 
I had ww Te with way No. * 
| Though could I truſt the flattery ot Sleep, 
My Dreams preſage ſome joy ful News at hand. 
{ My Brfom's Lord fits lightly on bis Throne, - 
| And all this day an unaccuſtom'd Spirit "I 
| Lifts me above the Ground with chearful thoughts, + 
] dream'd Lavinia came and found me dead, 
And breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes on my Lips 
& | That I reviv'd and was an Emperor. 
4 | Euter Catulus. 
| Cat. My Lord already here? 
Mar. Fun. My truſty — 
What News from my Lavinia? ſpeak and bleſs ma 
Cat She's very * — 
Mar Fun. Then nothing can be ill. 
Something thou ſeem'ſt to know that's terrible. 
Out with it beldly, han; what can ſt thou ſay 
Of my Lavinia? 
cu. But one fad word, She's dead. 
Here in ber Kindred's Vault I've ſeen her laid, 
And have been ſearching you to tell the News. 
Mar. Fun. Dead? is it ſo? then I deny you, Stars 
i Go, haſten quickly, get me luk and Paper. 
tis done: Pu hence to Night, ._* 
{ Hiſt thou no Letters to me from the Prieſt? | 
Cu. No, my good Lord. 
Mar, Fun. No matter, get thee — ci 
Lavinia! yet Ill lie with chee to Night; the . 
| _——— Oh Miſchict! thou art fwitk To ; 
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And in his needy TY 
An Allegator ſtuſfd, and other Skins | 
Ot il-hapd Fiſhes: and about his Shelves 
A account of empty boxes, 
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Apoth. Such mortal Drugs I have, but Roman Law © 
Speaks Death to any he tha utters en. | | 
Mar. fun. Art thou fo baſe and full of Wretchedneſi, 
Yer fear i to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreſſion ftareth in thy Eyes, | 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back; 
The World is not thy Friend, nor the World's Law; 
The World affords no Law to make thee rich: | 
"Then be nor poor, but break it, and take this. 
Apoth. My Poverty, but not my Will con ſents —— | 
| Goes in, fetches a Vial of Paijon; 
Take this and drink it off, the Work is done. | 
_ Mar. Fun. There is thy G ld, worſe Poiſon to Mens Souls, 
Doing more Murthers in this loathſome World = 
Than theſe poor Compounds thou art tcrbid to (ell. | 
I fell rhee Poiſor, thou haſt ſold me none. . 
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| 7yinfariate Mouth of Fate gapes 
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'* | Now for the Monument of the 
Re-enters 


{t ſhould be here: The Door is open too. l 
wide for more. 
Enter Prieſt, and Boy with a Mattock and Iron-Crow. 
Fri. Give me the Mattock and the wrenching lron: 
| Now take this Letter, with what haſte thou cant 
| Find out young Marizs, and deliver it. [Exit Buy: 
Now mult I to the Monument alone. | 
' What Wretch is he that's entri 
* Some Villain come to rob and ſpoi 
Whoe'er thou arr, ſtop thy unhallow'd Purpoſe. 3 
uu Fun. Whoe er thou art, I warn thee to be gane, 
| And do not interrupt my horrid Purpoſe. Your 
 For;elle by Heav'n I'll tear thee Joint by Joint, 
| And ſtrew this hungry Churct-yard with thy Limbs! 
My Mind, and its Intents are ſavage wild, 
| More fierce and more inexorable far 
| Than empty Tyger:, or the roaring Sea. 


| Obey md go with me, or ie. * 
| Mer. Fun 1 know I muſt, and therefore I came hither; 
| bh I love thee better than my ſelf: 

For | againſt my ſelf come hither arm'd. 


conceaP'd. Give me thy Hand; 


i il Face's black Role with me thou pt writ,. = 
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miner „  * "9 
1 r , Womb of Death, 15 
= with the deareſt Morſe! of the Earth, 


Thus will 1 force thy rotten Jaws to open, 


Oh 


has had yet no pow'r upon thy Beauty; 
That is not conquer d. Beauty's Enſigu yet 
Crimſon in thy Lips and in thy Cheeks; 
the pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there. 
thou fill fo fair? Shall I believe 
Monfter Death is amorcus, 
here in Darkneſs for his Paramour? 
Fl day with thee for ever. 
Conduct, thou unſavoury Guide: 
to my L. [Drinks the Poiſon, 
now Eyes look your laſt, | 
our laſt Embrace, whilſt on theſe Lips 
Seal of an eternal Contract. 
ſtire Cl . * wake, 
Where am 1? Bleſs me, Heav'n! 
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Rare 
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And 
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there's a Soveraign Charm in thy Embraces, 1 
That might do wonders, and revive the Dead. + | 
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o Churl! drink all? not leave one friendly Drop 
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Nor cruel Parents, nor | 1 
nid not Heav'n's Pow'rs all wonder at our Loves? = 
and when thou told'ſt the Tale of thy Diſaſters, 4 
Was there not Sadneſs and a Gloom amongſt 'em? — 

| [know there was; and they in pity ſent thee, 

| Thus to redeem me from this Vale of Torments, 

| kad bear me with thee to thoſe Hills of Joys. 

This World's groſs Air grows burthenſome already. 

Pm all a God; ſuch heav'nly Joys tranſport me, 

That mortal Senſe grows fick and faints with laſting. [Dies, 

Lav. Oh! to recount my Happineſs to thee, * : 


Io open all the Treaſure of my Soul, 
| And ſhevy thee how 'tis fill'd, would waſte more time 


Than fo impatient Love as mine can ſpare. 
| He's gone; he's dead; breathleſs: alas! my Marius. 
A Vial too; here, here has been his Bane. 


For poor Lavinia? Yet Ill drain thy Lips. 
ſome welcome Poiſon may hang there, 4 
ny me to o'ertake thee on thy Journey. 1 
Cammy and damp as Earth. Hah! ſtains of Nood ? = 
kid a Man murtber'd? Tis th' unhappy Namen. 2 1 
ys on any thing that's Mortal, - 
Lt em my Portion, and Deſpair. N | 
What ſhall I do? how will the Gods diſpoſe of me? 'Y 


hl! J could rend theſe Walls with Lamentation, 
Ter up the Dead from their corrupted Graves, 
| And dawb the face of Earth with own 


Bowels. 
Guards driving in Metellus. 


| Come, cruel Tyrant. 
Mr And canſt thou think of any one good Turn 


Mar. Sen. Purſue the Slave; let not his Gods protect him. 

Lav. More Miſchiefs? bah! My Father. 
Mes. Oh! I am lain. [ Falls down and dies. 
Lav. And murther'd too. When will my Woes have end? 


Mar. Sen. Sure I have known that Face. 


| have done thee, and not kill me for't? 
Sen. Art thou not call'd Lavinia? 


[Seizes his S 
Mar. Sen. What wouldſt thou ſay? where's all my flage 
now? 
15. 1 am Lavinia, born of noble Race. 
"My ing Brau / y conquer d many Rearts, ' 
But prov's the greateſt Torment of my own: 
Tuo my Vows profper'd, and my Love was anſwer 
By Harms. the nobleſt, goudlieft Youth 
| That Man e er envy'd ar, or Virgin ſigh'd for. 
He was the Son of an unhappy Parent, 
And baniſh'd with him when our Joys were young, 
Scarce a Night old. | | 
Mar. Sen | do remember't well, 
And thou art She, that Wonder of thy Kind, 
= — 5 2 exil'd Miſery, 
to and fro barren Deſarts range, | 
To find th* unhappy Wretch thy Soul was fond of. 
Lav. Do you remember't well? 
Mas: Sen. In every Point. | 
Lav. You then were gentle, took me in your Arms, 


: | 
" + Embrac'd me, bleſt me, us'd me like a Father. 


And fure I was not thankleſs for the Bounty. (fort.. 
Mar. Sen. No, thou wert, next the Gods, my only Com- 
hen I lay fainting on the dry parch'd Earth, 
Beneath the ſcorching heat of burning Noon, 
Hungry and dry, no Food nor Friend to chear me: 
Then Thou, as by the Gods ſome Angel ſent, 
by, and in Compaſſion didſt relieve me, 
Did I all this? 
Sen. Thou didſt; thou ſav dſt my Life, 
had funk beneath the weight of Want, 
deen a Prey to my remorſeleſs Foes. 
Lav And fee how well I am at laſt rewarded. 
All could not balance for the ſhort-term'd Life 
Ot one old Man: You have my Father Butcher'd, 
The only Comfort 1 had left on Earth. 


By this, you muſt: nay, I will hold you faft. ; 


FF 


* en have taken too my Husband tom me; 


13 Kee where he lies, your and my only Joy: ; 


wa 


| Here with this good old Man. Thus let me kiſs _ 
| Thy pale ſunk Cheeks, embalm thee with my Tears, 


| But oh! my cruel Nature has undone me. 


| Ken Capua, and to Morrow will reach Rome. 
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This Sword, yet recking with my Father's Gore, = 
Plunge it into m Breaſt: plunge, it thus. #3 
: 4 — — | 2 


Mar. Sex. Nav, now thou w_ outdone me mich in 
» Nature's Light extingwſhd; tue Sun (Crucky. 
— — and put the World in Darkneſs, 
whilſt here 1 ho away my Life in Sorrows. 
07! let me bury Me and all my Sins 


Son, how cam'lt thou by this wretched end? 
We might have all been Friends, and in one Huuſe 
joy A the Bleſſings of eternal Pexce. 


Enter Meſſenger. | 1 
Meſ My Lord, I bring you moſt diſaſtrous News. 4 
Sylla's return'd; his Army's on their march v4 


Ar which the Rabble are in new Rebellion, 

And your Sul pitius mortally is wounded, ** 
Enter Sulpitius (led by two of the Guards) and Granius, © 
Mar. Sen. Oh! then I'm ruin'd from this very Moment. 

Has my good Genius lett me? Hope forſakes me. | 

The Name of Sylla's baneful ro my Fortune. 

— me. ye — — how y'embroil 
our try's Peace, and di Hands ia Slaughter. 

Ambition is ; Luft that's — — — | 

Grows more infl:m'd and madacr by Enjoyment. 

bear me away, and lay me on my Bed, 2% 

A hopeleſs Veſſel bound for the dark Land = 

Ot loathſome Death, and loaded deep with Sorrows, 1 

[ He is led off. 
Sul. A Curſe on all Repentance! how I hue it! 

I'd rather hear a Dog howl than a Man whine. 

Gras, You're wounded, Sir: I hope it is not much. 
Sulp. No; tis not ſo deep as a Well, nor ſo wide as 2 


Church-Joor;z but tis deep enough; 'rwill ſerve; I am 


pepper'd 


1 9 rr 8 
7 We wen Rete 1 5 
3 S.lpvis ts hv that troubleſme Slave, 
T iubat ſent many honefter Men to the Grave; 
| . e Fool, when had lev d like @ n 
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EPILOGUE 
Spoke by Mrs. Barry, who acted Lavinia, 


„ ns: though I'm agam alive, 

May ee this Pay of hl tie? 
This Drummmg, Trumpeting, and Fig Rong 
Why, 8 

The Nation that's wirhomt, and hears the Dia, 

Will ſir ear we're raiſing Volunteers again. 

For know, our Poet when this Play was made, 

Had nought but Drums and Trumpets in his Head, | 
Had baniſh'd Poetry and ail her Charms, -— 
"* And needs the Fool world be a Man at Arms. 
e Prentice e er grown weary of Indentures 
ſuch a longing Mind to ſeek Adventures. 


: Neither or Flanders wor for France to roam, 
you were all, to ſtay at home. 

who here come wrapt in Cloaks, 
Only for love of Underhill and Nurſe Noakes ; 
= Our Toer ſays, one day io a Play ye come, 
Which ſerves ye haif a Year for Wis at home. 
But which amongſt you is there to be | 
ill take his third Day's Pawn for fifty Pound? | | 
Or, now he is Caſhier'd, will fairly venture | 
To give him read; Mony for's Debenture ? | 
Ti when he receiv d that fatal Doom, 

Ibis Play came forth, in hopes his Friends would come 
8 Soldier home. 
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Plot Diſcover d. 


Printed in the YEAR 1717. | N 
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To Her GRACE the 


MADAM, 


| AESTERE it poſlible for me to 
Ni let the World know how 
RK WEE cntircly Your Grace's Good- 

Ce neſs has devoted a poor Man 
do Y our Service; were there 
— — Words enough in Speech to 

| expreſs the mighty Senſe I have of Your 

great Bounty towards me; furely I ſhould 
Write and i alk of it for ever: But Yaur © 

Grace has given me ſo large a Theme, and 
| laid fo very vaſt a Foundation, that Imagi»  _ 2 
| mation wants Stock to Build upon it. 1 amy 8 9 
as one Dumb when I would ſpeak of it; 


and when I ſtrive to Write, I want a Scale 
| of Thought ſufficient to comprehend the 
| Height of it. Forgive me then, Madam, 
| if (as a poor Peaſant once made a Preſent 


of 


of an Apple to an Emperor) 1'bring men 
ſmall Zh the humble Growth ＋ 
litle Garden, and lay it at Your Feet. Be. 
lieve it is paid You with the utmoſt Gm. 
zitude : Believe that fo long as I have 
Thought to remember how very much | 
owe Your Generous Nature, ! will erer 
Have a Heart that ſhall be grateful for it | 
too: Your Grace, next Heav'n, deſerves | 
i amply from me; That gave me Life, but 
on a hard Condition, till Your extended | 
Favour taught me to prize the Gift, and | 
took the heavy Burthen it was clogg'd with | 
from me; I mean, hard Fortune. When | 
IT had Enemies, that with malicious Power | 
kept back, and ſhaded me from thoſe Roy- 
| al , whoſe Warmth is all I have, or | 
Dope to live by; Your Noble Pity and 
En *Ca found me, where I was far caſt 
backward from my Blefling ; down in the 
Rear of Fortune; call'd me up, plac'd me | 
_ an the Shine, and I have felt its Comfort. 
ou have in that reſtor'd me to my Native | 
 Kight; for a ſteady Faith, and Loyalty to | 
Prince, was all the Inheritance my Fi | 
” © ther left me: And however hardly my ill | 
> Fortune deal with me, tis what I prize ſo 
that 1 ne'er Pawn'd it yet, and hope 
Ine er ſhall part with it. Nature and For 
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tune were certainly in League when You | 
were Born; and as the fult took — 
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the T of Faithleſs, 
F 
way he be as as the Hand of For. 
tune (with his Honour) ſhall be able h 
make him : And may Your Grace, who | 
are ſo Good a Miſtreſs, and fo Noble 2 
Patroneſs, never meet with a lefs gratefu 


Servant, than, 
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hoon. 


MADAM, 


Dur Grace's entirely 


Devoted Creature, 
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722 Stratagems of buſie Heads; | 
When we have fear d three Years we know not what, 


Ji Witneſſes begin to die o th Rot, 


hat male our Poet meddle with a Plot? 

Wa't that h. fancy'd for the very ſake 

And name of Plot, his trifling Play might tate? 
For there's not in t one Inch-voird Exidence, 

But 'tis,, he ſays, to Reaſon plain and Senſe, 

And that he thinks a plauſible Defence. 

Were Truth by Senſe and Reaſon to be try'd; 


due all aur Swearers might be laid aſide. 
| No, of ſuch Tools our Author has no med, 


To make his Plot, or. make his Play ſucceed: 
Ke, of black Bills has no prodigious Tales, 


| Or Spaniih Pilgrim. caſt Aſhore in Wales; 


Hire's not one mur ther i Magiſtrate at leaſt; 

Kept rank like Ven'ſon for @ City Feaſt : 3 

Grown feur days ſliff, the better to prepare 7 

And fit his pliant Limbs to ride in Chair: * 
Tet here's an Army rais'd, though under Ground, » = 


But no Man ſeen, nor ons Commiſſion found: 


Hero is a Traitor too, that's very old, | 
Turbulent, Subtle, Miſchievons, and Bold, 
Bloody, Revengefid, and to Crown his Part, 
Loves fumbling with a Wench, with all his Heart; | <3 
I ſpight of Age (thanks i Heav'n) © hang d at laſt. 
Next is @ Senator that keeps @ Whore; 

In Venice none 4 higher Office bore ; 

To Lewdneſs ght the Letcher ran: 

Skew me, all Landon, ſuch another Man, 

Match him at Mother Creſwolds if you can. 

O Poland, Poland! had is been thy Lot, 

Taue heard in time of this Venetian Plos; 

= y choſen hadſt one King from thence, 


Mr. Smith. 

Mr . WH {rſhire. 
Mr. Percival. 
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5 Bo Women, Attendants on Belviders. 
Too Women, Servants to Aguilina. 
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Pre. Yes | me, in the niceſt point: 


You may remember, (for I now will ſpeak, 
And urge its baſeneſs:) When you firſt came home 


From Travel, with ſuch hopes, as made you look'd on 


By all Mens Eyes, a Youth of expectation; 


Pleas'd with y Virtue, I receiv'd you; 
Courted, and / fought to raiſe you to your Merits: 
My Houſe, my Table, nay my Fortune too, 

My very ſelf, was yours; you might have us'd me 


T0 your beſt Service; like an open Friend, 


I treated, truſted you, and thought ycu mine; 
When in requital of my beſt Endeavoure, 

Yau treachercuſly practis'd to ur do me, 
Seduc'd the Weakneſs of my Age's Darling, 
My only Child, and ſtole her from my Boſom: 
Oh Betvidera ! 


Fe 'Tis to me you owe her, 


Childieſe you had been elfe, and in the Grave 
Your Name extinct, no more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, fcarce five Ycars are 
Since in yur Brigantia you fail'd to fee 


= The Aria'ick welded by our Duke, 
Aud 1 was with you: Your unck:lful Pilot 


= Dafh'd us upon a Rock; when to your Boat 


You made for ſafety; entred firſt your ſelf; 
The affrighted Belvidera following next, 

As ſhe ſtood trembling on the Veſſel's tide, 
Was by a Ware waſſ'd off into the Deep; 
When inſtantly I plung d into the Sea, 

And buffering the Billows to her Reſcue, 
Redeem d her Life with half the Loſs of mine. 
Like a rich Conqueſt in one Hand | bore her, 


And with the other daſh d the fawcy Waves, 
That throng d and preſs'd to rob me of my Prize: 
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i You ftole her from me; like a Thief you 


or Drigcover'y. 273 
hes your deſpairing Arms: , 

4 me; but TY | 
Soul: For from that Hour ſhe lov'd me. 
Life ſhe paid me vvith her ſelf ] 
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dend of Night; that curſed Hawur you choſe 
o rifle me of all my Heart held des r. 


| May all your Joys in ber prove falſe lixe mines + 


| Oppreſs, and grind you; till at laſt you find 
The Curſe of Diſobedience all your Portion. 


With a young Boy, ſweet as bis Mother's Beauty: 


Faff. Half of your Curſe you have beſtow'd in ain: 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful Loves 
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May he live to prove more Gentle than his Grandfire, 
And happier than his Father! 
Pri. Rather live 
To bait thee for his Bread, and din your Ears 
With hungry Cries : Wh.1ſt his unhappy Mother 


| Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. 


Faff. You talk as it twou'd pleaſe you. 
Pri. 'Twould, by Heav'n. 
Once ſhe was dear indeed; the Drops that fell 


| From my fad Heart, when ſhe forgot her Duty, | 


The Fountain of my Life was aot fo precious: 
But ſhe is gone, and it I am a Man 
I will forget her. 
Ja. Would I were in my Grave. 
Pri, And ſhe too with thee; 7 
For, living here, you're but my curs'd Remembrancers 
| once was happy. 
Tou ule me thus, becauſe you know my Soul 
ls toud ot Belvidera: You perceive 
My Life feeds on ber, theretore thus you treat me! 
Oh! could my Soul ever bave known Satiety; 2 
Vere I that Thief, the doer of ſuch wrongs 
& you upbraid me with, what binders me, 1 


6” Dur I might ſend her back to yori with 
F And court my Fortune where die would be kinder! 
- 5 Þvi. Yeu dare net do — * 


which ti Fe World muſt bear me Witneß, 
Belvider a like your Daughter, 

Mer of a Senator of Venice; | 
ion, Place, Attendance and Obſervance, 
F.cch, ſhe always has commanded ; 
lietle ord I have done this; 

de hopeleſs e er to win your Nature 
Re he. The her for ber ie. 

. No more! 

af. Yes! all, and then adieu for ever. | 
not a Wrecch that lives on common Charity 
ier than me; For | have known | 
| ets of Plenty ; every Night 

ith fott Content abcut my Head, 

ak d but to a joyful Morning; 
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m 'd, yet's Wit d in the ripening, ing. 
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Weeds, fit for thy little State; 
Then to ſome Suburb | re; 


Nee gow not fifty Ducats in the World, * 
Ter mn I in love, and pleas'd with Ruin. 
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| Cat-hroats Rewards: Each Man would kill his Brother 


Jo bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 
| And Lord it uncontroul'd above their Betters. 


Lie Wir, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd: 


Lis a ragged Viriue: Honeſty! no more ont. 


{| ut they're miſtaken, Zaffer: 1 am a Rogue af we 


and fatten: Were all Mankind Villains, 
They'd ſtarve each other; Lawyers would want backe, 


Himſelf. note would be paid or bang d for Murder: 
Honeity ! tw§yas a Cheat — fir ſt 


That For 1s and Cowards might fit fafe in Power, 


7aff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion. 
fur. Nothing elle, 


ke that pretends to molt too, has leaſt ſhare in't; 


7aff. Sure thou art Honeſt ? 
Pier. So indeed Men think me. 


As well as they; 

Aline gay buld-fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me; 

'Tis true, I pay my Debts when they're contracted; 

ES ps wont hor ents Theo © 7 
To gain admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, *- 3 

Ora Whore's Bed; I'd not betray my Friend, 

To get his Place or Fortune: I fcor: to Flatter Lo 

Ablown-up Fool above me, or cruſh the Wretch ben: 

Yer, Naſfeir, for all this I am a Villain. 

A Villain! 

Les, 3 moſt notoric us Villain: 

e Suffcriogs of wy Fellow: Creatures, 
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And own my ſelf a Man: — 
Cheat the deluded People with a ſhew | 


Of Liberty. which yet they user mult tale pf; 
They fay, T 
Yet whom they pleaſes they lay in deſiſt Bands; 
Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow; 


Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 


Whilit no hold's left to fave us from Deſtruction; 

All rhat bear this are Villains, and I one, 

; Not ro rouze up at the great Call of Nature, 

And check the Growth of theſe Domeſtick Spoilers, 

17 make us Slaves, and tell us tis of qa 
Oh Aquilina! Friend, to loſe Beauty, 

12 5 Purchaſe of thy noble Labours; 

She was thy right by Corqueſt, as by Love. 

Pur. Ob Fa ? I'd fo tix's my Heart upon her, 
That wbereſoc er | fram'd a Scheme of Lite 
For time to come, ſhe was my only Joy, 
Wi b which 1 wiſh'd to — 4 tuture Cares; 
I fancy'd Pleaſures, none but one that loves 
And doats as | dic, can imagine like em: 
When in the Extremity of all theſe Hopes, 
In the moſt charming Hour of Expectarion, 
Then when our eager Wiſhes ſoar the higheſt, 
Ready to ſtoop and graſp the lovely Game, 
& haggard Ow), a worthleſs _ of N 
© Wirth his foul Wings fail'd in, and 

_ IF I know the Wretch, — e 

** Curſe on the common Good that's fo 
Slave that heaps up Wealth eycugh 


rn, becomes a Lord of Right: 
Il could cer come near me, 
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make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorcow 
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as much as thou, to live 


ommon Good; 
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Unity nor Peace, 
lame as well as blind am 
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ir? then 
ob Woe 
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lnſtruments of ſome 
ſtarts up 
glor 

he! ob 7, 


my Conſtancy, and welcome 


a wretched State as this of Venice, 


Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good, ; Mi 
And Villains fatten with the brave Man's Labcurs, I 


grieve m 


Pier. We've ncither Safet 
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it Oer a pile ot matT: ally Pie, 
| — Jpbghy en tor publick 
3 There was another making ne 1 

. as thy undoing; be had ten poſſeſſon 


1 thy ancient moſt domeſtic k Ornaments, 

1 — very Bed, which on thy Wedding night 

4 . — thee ro the Arms of Belvidera; 

® The Scene of all thy Joys, was violated 

” iv the courſe Hands of filthy Dungeon Villains, 

= thrown amcngf the common Lumber. 

| Now thank Heavy i. 

Thank Heav'n ! for what? 

_ 74 That I'm not worth a Ducat. 

N. Curſe thy dull Stars, and the worſe Fate of Fenice; 

= Where Brothers, ds Fathers, all are falſe; 

. Where there's no Truſt, no Truth; where Innocence 

Dr under vile 5 and Vice Lords it: 

. thow but ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 

© Thy beaureous Belviders, like a Wretch 
ente Baniſhmear, came weeping forth, 

ing through Tears, like, Apri-Suns in Showers | 

to o'ercome the Cloud that loads em; 

young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſh: and, 

'd up, and at her Grief grew fad, 

y catch'd the Sorrows that fell from her: 

gather d round 

hey beheld her; 
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I thank thee for this Story, from my Soul, + 
2 now 1 know the worſt that can befal me: fs 
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Command my Heart: Thou'rt every way its Maſter. | 
Faſf. No, there's a ſecret Pride in bravely Dying. 
Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, Dogs run u, 

Man knows a braver Remedy for Sorrow: 
ker enge! the Attribute of Gods; they ſtampt i 
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Travel paſt. 


bleſs d the Gods for all her 
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bie looſe ro Love with Kiſſes, kindling Joy, 
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| Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love® 


1 Abd ſome intervals, when my poor Heart 


| | Undone by Fortune, and in debt to thee ; 
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For Charitab!e Succour ; wilt thou then - Sw 
Pen in a Bed of Straw we ſhrink 8 a 


| And the bleak Winds ſhall whiſtle round our Haende 


Vows can't expreſs it. When I wou'd declare | 
tow great's my Joy, I'm dumb with the big Thought; 
| ſwell, and figh, and labour with my longiag. 

0 lead me to fame Deſart wide and wild, 


Ard let off all the Fires that's in my Heart. 


ob Nidra! doubly Pm a Beggar, 


Vit thou then talk thus to me? wilt thou then 


1 Oh I will love thee. even in Madoeſs love thets 
Tho' my diſtracted Senſes ſhould forſake me, * 
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ye Monarch: $ that, divide the World. 
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and Happineſs like mine; 
y Ships, th' oblequious Billows fall 
to lift you in your Pride; 
t for a Storm, and then devour you: 
ivate. Bark, already wreck d, 
Merchant driv'n on uaknown Land, 
chance pack d up his choiceſt Treaſure 
Casket, and fav'd only that, | 
uſt wander further on the ſhore, 
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= B': Than Al the We Fea of Venice: pre ay. 
= 2 ler us love to Night. 


Pier. No: There's aal, 
There's Fool about thee: When a Woman ſells 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauc *s loſt ro me; 

They leave a Teint, a Sully they've pat; 
„ Te ſuch a bane ful Quality about em, 

3 Een fpeils Complexions with their Nauſeou ſaeſa, 
3 EF IIS Gay equal; | canner think | 1 
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. My Senator! why, can{t thou think that Wretch 
Ter fd thy Aquilina's Arms with pleaſure? 
Taink'ſt thou. becauſe 1 ſometimes give him leave 
To foil hunaſelf at what he is unfit for; 
1 Hecauſe I force my felt r endure and ſuffer him, 
matt chou 1 love him? No, by all the Joys, _ 


the diſmal! Vault where he lay bury d. 
like th' Epheſian Matroa dwell, till thou, 
Soldier, com ſt to my Deliverance; 


Eyes. run to new dawning Joy. 
ö more! I've Friends to meet me here to night. 
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; never Fawa 


a Enter Jafſcir. | 
Ja I'm here; and thus, the Shades of Night around me, 
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: What's he that asks the Queſtion? 
to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
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. Curſt be all Fools——1 die if he forſakes me; 


Pier. As you henceforward treat your Fool, I 


| " Au. Mat we noe mee 
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| And now to keep 


May de diſpos's of in heteShentds bs Venice. | 
Faſf. Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. 
Pier. But yet a Heart half wrong'd 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, Fafa. 
A thouſand 9 all in honeſt Hands; 
And not I Friend will ftick one here? . 
_ Pier. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſht 
As nobler purpoſe, I would be that Friend. 
But thou haſt better Friends, Friends whom dy op 
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Have made thy Friends; Friends worth to be 
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Should you like Boys wrangle tor Trifles ? 
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y Breaſt, for by its hopes thou look ſt | 
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| on tay Sword already. Oh my Mars! * 
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No more, t 
Pier. How lovely | 
. Drefs'd i will ſhine! devouring Flames ? 
Such as bottom, 
1nd hi 
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erde told; the general Doom is feal'd; + 
I Bur I'd forgo the hopes of a World's Empire, 
| Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend. 4 


her. I muſt confeſs, you there have touch d my weaknel _ 3 : 
Ine a Friend; hear i-, ſuch à Friend! 1 
My Heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay, I'll tell you, "- 
He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour; *j 
gut be rejoices in the Cauſe, and loves it: 2 

Wave '4 a Vow to live and die together, 
and he's at to ratiſie it here, 7 1 
Ren. How! all betray'd? 


lier. No——T've dealt nobly with you; 


he brought my All into the Publick Stock; | 
. Fad but one Friend, and him I'll ſhare amongſt yo 1 
4 — cheriſh him! or if, wy ſeen "of 4 
ä ch'd, find him wort ; as my Tongue 
Has lodg'd —— in his faithful 8 NY. 
To ee your Fears 1 wear a Dagger here, — 
Stall 3 again, and give you reſt. „ 
p Come forth thou only Good Ie er could boaſt of:: 
1 Enter Jaffeir with a Dagger. 1 
IX His Preſence bears the ſhæw of manly Virtu - 
. | N 2 | 9 Ja. _— 
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On * * 
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- 9 * Nrrien Fm 
| monks i, the: caramel, 


e — ao ee 
rr. 

m 'a it 

» Tofſcefo — thus united. * 

To refture ] IRS 


— Uh trend, if yon have it quiet, 


 In'o this Breaft; but if you think it worthy 


To cut the Throars of Reverend Rogues in Robez, 
Send me into the curs'd afſembled Senate; 
It ſhrinks not, rho' I meer a Fatber there, 
Would you behold this City flaming ? Here's 
A Hand thall bear a lighted Torch at Noog 
To th Ar ſenal, and ſet its Gates on Fire. 

———— Sir. 1 

Heav'n Vil do 

oo D 0008 Bide in of your Faces, 
| You fear me 8 Villain; ++ parnary} cage} 

To hear a Stranger talk thus at fiſt meeting, 

Of Ma:ters that have been fo well debated; 

But I come ripe with Wrongs, 2s you with Councils; 
' I hate this Senate, am a Fue to Venice: 


A Friend to none, but Men refolv's like me, 
To puſh on M ſchief. Oh did you but know me, 


I necd-not talk thus! 


delights me roi. Tour Friends ſurvey me, 
gerou:w———— but I come arm'd 


dar 
Doubs, and to your Truſt will give 
worth more than all the World can pay tor. 


My Felviders! Ho! My Belviders! 


nat Wonder next? 


y Gui 
* while, to ſpare a Woman's Bluſhes. 
, 2 2 
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Pierre, whither will this Ceremony lead us? 
= Betvidera! Belvidera! 


A Who? 
he calls br loud at this late peaceful Hour? | 
That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whi 


SS ey on with the fole ouch of Love 
Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts, GE 


Ik 


Indeed tis late. 
— a and dreamꝰ, | 
dreamt again: Where haſt thou been thou Loyterer ? | 
— cloud, my Arms have ſtill been opeu'd; 
Stretch'd every way berwixt my broken Slumber, 
To ſearch if thou wert come to crown my Reſt; 
There's no Repoſe without thee: Oh the Day 
Tos foon will break, and wake us to our Sorrow; 
| Come, come to Bed. and bi i thy Cares Good - night. 
0 uera! we muſt change tt e Scene 
1 were taſted: 
we muſt learn to watch 
4 exly e Morning. 
rate th thin cd and fed and frcing; 
— and drudge away the Day. 
bs. Alas! where am 1! whither i c — wt 
| Metkinks I read DiſtraQtion in your Face! 
Something leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: 
| You ſhake and tremble too! your Blood runs cold? 
— Heav'as guard my Love, and bleſs his Heart with Parience. 
| Taff. That I ha e Patience, let our Fate _ 
Who bas ordain d it {-, that thou and I, 
_ (Thou the divineſt Good Man e er poſſeſi d, 
: And J. the wretched'it of the Race of Man) 
'? _—_—_ wc cor ow. an OR. 
Love colt me of? dave my Mixhorrunes 
{you tom me? hither re you go 
you from me? whither are 3 
my Lite! my Love? 212 
Ta 


ern 


deferv'd this from 


111 
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Oh thou unkind one; 
er meet more! have I 
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felling, fighing, raging 

like a panting ſurtle to thy Breaſt, 
Boſom, hovering, bill and play, 

f Cauſe why laſt 1 fled away; 

"was 2 Fault, but ſwear to give it oer, 

never follow falte Ambition mare. 
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arne? Tell him I am + 
| not at Home; tell him F've better Company 
with me. or any thing; tell him in ſhort I will not fee 
him, the eternal troubleſome vexatious Fool: He's worſe 5 
Company than an igt orant Phyfcian Il not be l-. 


I at theſe unſesſonable Hours. wo 
Maid. But Madam ! He's bere already, juſt enter d d 


Turn him out 


* 


qiddy-brain'd Aſs ? if be 
re and burn : 
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, Signior, to be troubleſome | 
Jonger, but leave me to my . 


7 


TY) 


1 


Nicky 
you are reſalv d to be rroubleſome; and 
ort of the matter in few words, I hate you, 
loath you, I am weary of you, fick of you-. 
u are an Old, Silly, Impertinent, Impotenr, 
Coxcomb; Crazy in your Head, and Lizy in 
loye to be medling with every thing, and it 
not Mony, you are good for nothing, 
Good for nothing! _ —— Vil try that pre- 
ene years Old, and good for nothing; that's 
Maid.) Come, come, come, Mre. Fiddle-faddle, 
out for a Seaſon; go, turn out I fay, it is our 
— private ſome Momen out, 
you are bid A 
nothing, 
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Ai. What care | far your Speeches in the Senate- 
Bout? if you would be filent bere, I ſhould thank you. 
„hy, lean make Speeches to thee too, my loves 
* Madina, tor Example — My cru] Fair one, 


[ins 6 Pw c.. pw ee | 


„„ &s 


Lor Deer 5. 


— my rr here take it 
I ap fake it, or Fl thvow it at your Heat——bow now 
2 illuſtrious Senator, 1 muſt confeſs 
e moſt profoundly Elc quent in- 


Ant, Very well: Come, nom let's fit down and think 
* ——— 

nothing . 
* # you tae 1 een hnve ee 
Ant. Stard: How, Nacky up and I down! Nay then 


It me exclaim with the Poet, 


Ant. Then look — ca 56 6 Baſon- 
Bll, the Bull of Ball, or any Bull, Thus up | get and 
with my Bros thus ben . broo, I fay I broo, I bro, 
Tee. You won'c fit down will you—1 bro — 

[ Bellows like a Bull and drives her abous.. 

Aqui. Well. Sir, | muſt endure this. [She fi down. 
Now your Honour has been a Bull. pray what Beaſt 
your Worſhip pleaſe to be next? 

Ant. Now ll be a Senator again, and thy Lover, lit- 


ee [Ho ſis y her ] d road, road, roads | 
"7 toad! tyic in my Face a litilc N > 


— ſpit in my Face, never 17 hitte lic þ 
2 ſpit. ſpit, ſpir when you we 1 oy p 
: what you ways 


(pr ——n0w, now, ro 
it will you? Then I'll be a Dog. 
* A Dog, my Lord! 


N s ” . 


ut. 8 do, kick, u 
F am under the Table, kick h 


Aqui. Nay, then Ill go m— way to work with you: 
mn think hete s an lofirument fir tor the purpole! 
3 [ Fetches a Whip and a Bell, 
1 What, bite your Miſtreſs, Sirrah ! our, cut ot doors you 
Dog, to Kennel and be hang bite your Miſtreſs by 

= Legs, you Rogue —— [She whipe: hin. 
May, priihee Nacky, now thou n 
Hurry durry, odd 2 
_ Nay, none of your fawning and grinning: But 
ne, or here's the Diſcipline; What, 1 Miſtreſs 


to kennel Sirrab! go. 
bis is very barbarous Ulage, 
© rous: look you, I will not go— l will nor ſtir from the 
= . that I reſolve - hurry durry, what ſhut me out? 
I [She whips him aut. 
Ai Ay, and if you come here any more to night 


Nas ly, very bart a- 


poor Miſtreſs Nacky, Sirr 
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Legs, you Mungril? out of Door. bout 


ru have my Footmen . 0g) you you Cur: What, bite your 
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know my Pleaſure. So now for my Pierre: 


| But the old hoary Wreich, to whole falſe Care, 1 "ol 


ben theſe poor Arms are open to receive her? 


| Bw da. 


. [Ms bowie a the Daw bk « Dog 
| Enter two Footmen. 
Maid, They are here already Madam; the Houſe is alt 


amd with a ſtrange noiſe, that no body knows what 
* 


make of. 

Aqui. Go all of you and turn that troubleſome Beaſt in 
the nent Room out of my Houle—lf I ever fee bim 
within theſe Walls again, without my leave for bis ad- 
mittance, you ſneaking R:guer—l'1] have * poyſon d 
all, poy ſon d like Rats: every corner of the Houſe: 
fhall ſink of one of you: Go, and learn hereafter to 


Thus when the Godltke Lower it diſplea d, 
We Sacrifice our Fool, and he's appeasd. F{Exeunts  * 


SCENEK- N. 
Enter Bel videra. * 


Belv. Pm Sacrific d? I'm Sold! ne e 
Inevicable Ruin has inclos'd me! 
No ſooner was | ro my Bed repair d, 
To weigh 2ad (veeping) ponder my Condition, 


My Peace and Honeur was entruſted, came 3 
(Like Zarquin) ghaftly with internal Luft, _— 
Oh thou Aowan Lucrece! thou could ſt find — 
vindicate thy Wrong; 
I never had but one, and he's prov d falſe; 
He hat ſnould guard my Vi:tue, has berray'd i it; 
Left me! undone me! Oh that I could hate him! 
Where ſhall | go! Oh whither, whither wander? 
Eater „fle ir. 


aff. Can Belvidera want a Ret, g-place, 


Oh tis in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires 
Song as my Love to thee; tor every moment 
3 thy fight, thy Heut within my Boſom 


ns 


Fa 3 * 
o & * 


. deere re will e 
Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no | 
Scorns the Indulgent Boſom that firſt Jus it; 


When Belviders's Tears her Cries, and Sorrows, 
Were not d when it ſhe chanc'd to figh, 
4 : —— there was indeed a time 
1 When Faſſir would bave wen ber in his ume 
eder declining Head upc a bis Breaſt, 
Aud never left her till he found the Cauſe, 
| But let her now weep Seas, b 
Cry till ſhe rend the Earth; ſigh till ſhe burſt ©; 
aſunder; flill be bears it all 

t ind, and as the Rocks un ſhaken; . 
deaf ? am I that Rock unmov d, 
t. Teags bear, and Sighs are ſent? 
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my | 
think how have this Night, 
alone, wap Ly 
Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart, 
would'ſt not, Belvidera, ſure thou would iI not 


kr 
4 


5 
I 


Thou 


Talk to me thus, but like a pitying Angel 
"_—_ Wings, — SA my Breaſt, 
. And hatch warm Comfort there, &'er Sorrcws treez® it. 


Belv. Why then poor Mourner, in what baleful corner 
Haſt thcu been talking with that Witch the Night? 
On what cold Stone haſt theu been ſtretch d along, 
Gatheriog the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 
To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes? = 
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oud upon 
| Why am | made a Stranger? why — 
And I not know the Cauſe? Why when the World 
|} Iwraptio Reft, why chuſes then my Love 
To wander up and down in horrid darkneſ-, 
Loathing bis Bed, and theſe defiring Arms? 
Why are theſe Eyes Blood ſhot with tedious 
Why farts he now? and looks as if he wiſht 
His Fate were finiſht? Tell me, eaſe my Fear; 
Leſt when we next time meet, I want the power 
To ſearch into the tickneſs of thy Mind, . 
But ralk as wildly then as thou look ſt now. 


* Belv. ger Nig canes 66 FS 
e 4 | 
le. Yes! to © Villain! Why 


Oh why's that re conceal'd from me? muſt I 
Be made the Hoitage of a helliſh Truſt? 

I For ſuch I know I am; that's 2] my Value! 
1 But by the Love and Loyalty I owe thee, 
7 III free thee from the Bond- ge of theſe Slaves; 
Sit to the Senate, tell em all I know, 

© All chat I think, all that my Fears inform me! 


* Faff. Is this the Rowan Virtue! this the Blood 
E*. That voaſts its puricy with Catos Daughter! 
Would the have cer betray'd her Brutus? 
. 
Por runs, truſted her: Wert thou fo kind, 
What would not Belvidera {uftcr for thee ? 

Faff. | ſhall undo my ſelt, and tell thee all. 

Beiy. Look not upon me as I am a Woman, 
Bur as a Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend; who 1 
Has had admiſſion to thy Heart, and there 
* Study'd the Virtues of thy gallant Nature; 

Thy Conſtancy, thy Courage, and thy Truth, 

Have been my daily Leſſon: I have learn'd em, 

And bold as thou, can ſuffer or deipiſe 

The worſt ot Fates for thee; and wi ls thee ſhare em. 

Faff Oh you divineſt Powers! lock down and hear 

_ "My Prayers! inſtruct me to reward this Virtue! 
q Vet think a lirtle, e er thou tempt me further; 
Think l've a Tale to tell will ſhake thy Nature, 
Melt all this bos ſteu CunRtancy thou talk t of 
Into vile Tears and deſpicable Sorrows: 
Then if thou ſhould'it betray me! 

Betv. Shall I iwea: ? 


* 


| | > © — Sr. — 
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y Father! 
I ot he des tm 


That ſpares bis Father, Brother, or bt Friend, 
; damn d. How rich and beauteous will the Face 
Of Ruin han when theſe wille Streets run Bloc d; 
|, and the glorious Partners ot my Fortune _—_— 
Shouring, and ſtriding o'er the proſtrate Dead, w_ 
* Still to new waſte ; whilft thou, far off in alety = 
| Smiling, ſhalt ſce the wanders of our daring ; 
| And when Night comes, with Praiſe and Love receive mm. 
| 3 Ob! + 
Have 8 care, and ſhriok net even in thought! IF 
an | * 
By 
24 
* 


| Do, ſtrike thy Sword into this Boſem: Lay me 
Dead on the Earth, and then thou wilt be fate. 
F Murder my Father! cho? bis cruel Nature | =. 
Has perſecuted me to my Undoing; > 
Diven me to baſeſt Wants; can I behold him, * 
Wich (miles of Ven butcher'd in his Age? | 
= your fy we þ oy be xy DAR 
And thou me ? 
Ny, be a Toto to. and ll thy Count 3 
Can thy great Heart deſcend fo vilely low | 
Mix with hir'd Slaves, Bravocs, and common Stabb err, 
Note- llitters, Ally-lurking Villains! join 1 
With ſuch a — 4 and take a Ruffi an 3 W a 
* of the Throats of as they ſleep? \ + 
Thou wrong iz me, Belwidera! [I've engag d Va * 
Van Men of Souls: Fit to retorm the Ills * 
— eee ee ee "= 
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No ſooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 
a the P e 
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Bed, 
me; 


Fans 


15 
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k and rembled; 
heu'd protect me. "Thou, alas? wert gone. 
Patience! ſweet Heav'n, till I make vengeance ſure. 
He drew the hideous forth thou gav him, 
upbraiding Smiles he faid, Behold it, 

Pledge of a falſe Hushand's Love: 

y Arms then preſt, and would have claſp'd me; 

> Ohe 3 axes bio cond then. 

withdrew, and mutter'd Vows to Hell. 


y Friends! wirh theſe thy Life, thy Honour, 
122 and all will to ruin. 


x 


— 


re 
See wee made. No more; retire, 
© Retire my Life, and de ubt not of my Honour; 
III heal its failirgs, and deſerve thy > Lond 
I Beiv. Oh ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In A leave me, and return no more. 

Ja Return no more! I would not live without thee 
, Avorher Night to purchuſe the Creation. | 
dev. When ſhall we meet again? 


EY 
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farewel, remember Twelve. Le 
. Let Hear'n forget me 
| remember not thy Truth, thy Love. 

How curſt is my Condition, toſi d and juſtled 
From every Corner; Fortune s common Fool, 
The tot R „ and inftrumental Aſs 

for — to lay Loads of ſhame upon, 
| had drive about juſt for their Baſe and Scorn. 
Enter Pierre. 


Pier. Faſfeir ! 
| Foff. Who calls! 
di A Friend, that could have wiſh'd 
Thave found thee otherwiſe imploy'd: What, hunt 
| 1 Vife on the dull Soil! ſure » Ranch Hurband | 
| Ofall Hounds is the dulleſt? Wilt thou never, = 
| Never be wean d from Caudles and Conſections? "I 
bat feminine Tale haſt thou been liſtning to. | I 
Of unair'd Shirts; Catarhs and Tooth-ach, got — 
thin-fol'd Shooes? Damnation! that a Fellow 
to be a Sharer in the DeftruQtion 
As whole People, ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
Toe his fullom Luſts, and fool his Mind. 
Faſt May not a Man then trifle out an Hour 
| With a kind Woman, and not wrong bis Calling? 
Fier. Not in a Cauſe like ours. 
Faff. Then Friend, our Cauſe 
in a dami.'d Condition: For Il! tell thee, 
That Canker-worm call'd Letchery has touch'd it; 
Tis FE : Would'lt thou think it, Nan, 
'd old wither'd Winter Rogue) 
Fornication like a Prieſt, 


TALEX PRESEL VOOR 
ſhe has forme e's the TR 
Pier. gs 
f "Twas ſomething late tho” 
the Freedom of a Lady's Chamber. 
rr ; 

Yes, Faich, in ſheets 
2 —— 
Might te mpt a weaker e to taſte. 
Oh how the old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee, 
When the rank fit was on him. 

Pier. Patience guide me! 
He ud no Violence? 

Jef No, no! out on't, Violence! | | 
Play'd with her Neck; Bruſh'd her with his Grey Beard, 
Super and td. tickl'd her till ſhe ſqueak d a lint, 
May » or fo——but not a jor of Violence 


Faff. Ay, fo fay I: But huſh, no more on't; 
All hitherto is well, and | believe 

My ſelf vo Monſter yet: Tho” no Man knows 
What Fate ke's born to: Sure tis near the Hour 
We all ſhould meer for our concluding Orders: 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in Perſon > 


Pier. No: 1 
To give the executing 


| 3 Fa ave thee be » Man it pole 
= And keep thy Temper; Tee ny. 


ons comes rap hae.. 
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Fd Pi. He yon mortifying Virtue. FO 
He's => wh through the Hall; 
1 . 
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ES. 


i» 
Talet bis itching Fleſh thus | 3 
c> the Tool her — of bim! | 


12 | near All,! 

The Mo cee 
are you ſure of — 19 a of — 
Health? Beats her Pulſe even? bw 


. 2.2 = 
ks Yo | : There 1 8 
Thou look ſt juſt as thou art: s no falſhood in thee. 
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Propitious Fortune hitherto has led us, 
Haw often on tae brink of ſome Diſcovery 


thy Virtue. 


Ren. Tho there be yet few Hours *ewixt them and 


| ke not the Senate lull'd in full Security, 
| Quiet and fatisty'd, as Fools are always! 
{ Never did fo protuund Repoſe fore-run 
Gilamity fo : Nay, our good Fortune 


| Kublinded the molt piercing of Mankind, 


duengthen d the leſt. charm'd the moſt 
Confounded the moſt Subtle : For we live, 
Ve live by Friends, and quickly ſhall our Life 
Trove fatal to chele Tyrants: Let's confider 
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— ook from moſt Attention 
x ſCoofuton which he could 5 — P 
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i bis Heart, 
pd - PREY 
this, *rwill breed ill Blood ry 
Let us all draw our Swords, and ſearc ent . 
Ml tim trom the dark Hole where he fire brooding | 
{ Or his cold Fears, and each Man kill his Share of 
Pier, Who talks of killing? 1 
| Thar's dear to me! Is't you? Or you? Or you, Sir? 
What, not one ſpeak ? how you ſtand gaping all 
On your grave Oracle, your wooden God there; 
© Yer not a word? Thea Sir, Pll tell y a Secret; 
Supicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue ! [To Ren. 
Ju A Co- d [ Handles his Sword... 
Pier, Put up thy Sword, old Man, | 
„ | Thy Hand ſhakes at it; come let's heal this bre ch, 
lam too hot: We yet may all live Friends. 
— Jn. Till we are ſafe, our Friendihip cannot be fe. 
Tar, Again: Who's that?; 
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er. Ove luch word mor-, by Heav'n Hl to the Seay, © 

And bang ye all Ike Dogs, un Cluſt-r-, "I 

Why fes p your Coward Swords h. out their Shells} 
Why do you not all 41a Gith hem like mine? 1 

b You fear to die, ad yet dare talk ot killing. s 

4 Lg® Rev. Go to the Sc ace and betray us; hatte, 

= Secure thy wretched Life; we tcar to die 

Leis than thou dar'it e honeſt. 

33 Pier. That's rank Falſhood. 

Fe m not thou Death? Fie, there's a Knaviſh Itch 

Ja that S. It Bluod, an utter Foe to Smarting, 

Had Faffeir's Wife prov'd Kir d. he'd ſtill been True. 

Fang bo that S wks? | | = 

Thou die! thou kill my Friend, or thou, or | 


much. 


The. too far urg d againſt the Man you lov'd. 
Rev. Here, take our Swords, and cruſh them with your 
Sym. Forgive us, gallant Friend. (Feet, 
Pier. Niy, now you've f und 

The way to melt, and caſt me as you will: 

Fil ferch this Friend, and give him to your Mercy: 

Nay die if you will take him from me. 

* = epoſe, Vil quit my. Heart's J-wel; 


of have him ton away by Villains, 
Villany. | | 


* 
9 


* 
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* 4 „4 | both . | 4 L | ' J 
x B. 2 Bll the World with Fame! 4 = 
Fw. Now y are too kind. Whence roſe all thisDiſeg@F. * 
Oh what 2 ous Precipice have we 'fcap'd! 1 
is near 2 Fall was all we'd long been building! 9 
ee eternal Blot had ſtain d our Glories! 
© if one. the braveſt and the beſt of Men 
$ thd fall's 2 Sacrifice to raſh Suſpicion! | 

Jaccher'd by thoſe, whoſe Cauſe he came to cher ſh: 
Oh could you know him all as l have known him, 

How good be is, how juſt, how true, how brave, 
| F Yau would not leave this place til] you had ſeen him; *. 


* yp 


fumbled your ſelves before him, kiſs'd his Feet, «<V A 

And gain'd Remiſſion for the worſt of Follies, = 
Come but To-morrow all your Doubts ſhall end, 2 =o 
And to your Loves me beiter recommend, 


That. Tye preſerv'd your Fame, and ſav d my Friend \ 
| | [ Exeunt, 


„—— 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter l iffeir and Belvidera. | 

I. Here doſt thou lead me? Every ſtep I move, 

| Methinks I tread upon ſome mangled Limb , 
„ eka rack d Friend: O my dear charming Ruin! 3 

Where are we wandring! | 
} Belv, To eternal Honour; | 
Jo do a Deed ſhall Chronicle thy Name, 


ey {| Among the glorious Legends of thule Few 4 
t, {| That have fav'd ſinking Nations: Thy Renown _ =_ 
Ide the future Song of all the Virgins, _— 

 Vio by their Piety have been preſerv d =_— 


From horrid Violation: Every Street | 
dall be adorn'd with Statues to thy Honour, 
ind at thy Feet this great Inſcription written, 
Ir bim that Propt the Fall of Venice. 
T Taff. Rather, remember him, who after all 
|} Tir acred Bonds of Oxths and holier Friendſhip, 
r. N 


W you Promiſe ? how will you Deceive? 
back, re-place me in my 
all thy Friends how dangerouſly thou lov'ft me, 

Ike rhy Dagger do irs blocdy Office, - 

Oh that kind Dogger, Faffeir, how cwill look, 

Struck thro my Heart; Drench'd in my Blocd to th Hu 
FWhiltt theſe poor dying Eyes ſhall with their Tears 
No more torment thee; then thou wilt be free: 

2 Or it thou think'ſt it nobler; let me live 
mil m Victim to the hateful Luſt 

Oft that Infernal Devil, that old Fiend 

_— s damn'd himſelf, and would undo Mankiad. 
| Night, my Love! CO. | 
| aff. Name, name it not again. 
| a beaſt'y Image to my Fancy, 
3 Will wake me into Madneſs. Ob the Villain! 
4 That durſt approach ſuch Purity as thine, 
On Terms fo vile: Deſtruction, ſwift Deſtruction 

Fall on my coward Head, and make my Name 

The common ſcora of Fools, if I forgive him; 
Ik I forgive him! if I not Revenge 

With utmoſt Rage, and moſt un ſtay ing Fury, 

Thy Suffering, thou dear Darling ot my Lite. 

Belv. Delay no Inger then, but to the Senate; 

. And tell the diſmal'ſt S ory ever utter d: 
© Tell em what Bloodſhed, Ropines, Deſolations, 
> | Have been prepar'; how near's the fatal Hour! 

Save thy poor Country, fave the Reverend Blood 

| Of all its Nobles, which ro- Morrow's Dawn 
Muſt elſe fe: ſhed; Save the pocr tender Lives 
Ok all thoſe hitic Iufants, which the Swords 
Of Murderers are whetting for this Moment; 
Think thou alrcady hear'ſt theie dying Screams, 
Think that thou ſee ſt their ſad diſtracted Mothers 
 Knecling before thy Feet, and begging Pity, 
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F they buſh'!, dropping in Anguiſh from em. 
8 2 ſee'lt this, and then couſult thy Heart. 


o catch thy Life; then where wiil be Revenge, 
| The dear Revenge that's due to ſuch a Wrong ? 'E 


| And lead me to the place where Pa to lay 


' Muſt | betray my Friend ! Ah take me quickly, 


| Allpreſent Joys, and earneſt of all turure, (-loggur ; 


| Than a long thouſand Years of yulgar Hours. 


ler DiscoviiD. BS - 
Hair, and fireaming Eyes, "Wi." 3 

Their naked Breaſts beſmear'd with Blgod, Jn 

tad even the Milk with which their tongled Babes 


Felv, Think too, if you loſe this preſent Minute, 
What Miſeries the next Day brings upon thee, 
Imagine all the Horrours ot that Nizi, 

Murther and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 
Confus'dly raging. Tuink what then may prove 
My Lot! the Raviſher may then come fate, 

and midſt the terrour ot the publick Ruin 

do a damn'd Deed; perhaps may lay a Train 


af. By all tieav'as Powers, Prophetick Truth dwells l 
in thee, 

For every word thou ſpeak'ſt frikes thro' my Heart 

Like a new Light, and ſhews it how't has wander d. 

Juſt what th haſt made me, take me, Belvidera, 


This bitter L<-Non; where I muſt betray my 
My Truth, my Virtue, Conſtancy and Friends; 


ſecure me well before that Thouvhr's rene vd; 

[i | relapſe once more, all's loft for ever. 
Belo. Haſt thou a Friend more dear than Delwiderat 
Faff No; thou art my Soul it felt, Wealth, Frizadſhips 


tre ſumm d in thee: methinks when in thy Arms 
Thus lea ing on thy Breaſt, one Minute's more 


Why was ſuch Happireſs not given me pure? 
Why daſh'd wich cruel Wrongs, and bitter Warnings? 
Come, lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 3 


' To Sacrifice. Thus in his fatal Garlands — | 
Deck d ine, and ple sd, the W nton ekips and plꝛys, * 


W | 


Tyuts by th enticing flatter g Prieſiefs ſide, 
aud much tranſforted with its litile pride, 
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his dear Companions of the Plain; © * ki f 


* &y her bound, he's on the Altar lan, | 
= Tet then 100 hardy bleats, ſuch Pleaſwre's in the Pain, 
f. Stand, who goes there? 
7 3 4 | Bebv. Friends. n hide 
; Friends, Be'widera! hide me from my Friends 

5 Fd rather fee the Face of Hell, "Pp 

Than meet the Man J love. 

Mg Offi. But what Friends are you? | 
2 * Belu. Friends to the Senate and the State of Venice, 
ff. My Orders are to ſeize on all I find 
At this late Hur, and bring em to the Council, 
W bo ncw are fitting. 
Fe. Sir, you ſhall be obey d. 2 
Bold, Brutes, ſtand off, none of your Paws upon me. 
Ne the Lat's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt. | 
1 Exeunt guarded, 
SCENE U. The Senne. bung. 


there appear ſitting, the Duke of Venice, Priuli, Antonia, | | 
and eight other Senators. 3 
Duke. Antony, Priult, Senators of Venice, | 
; Speak, why are we aſſembled here this Night? = 1 
Wh t have you to inform us of, concerns 
Tbe State of Venice, Honour, or its Safety? 


© -j - wo 2 all LS 


| I 
Pri. Could words expreſs the Story I've to tell you, , 
Fathers, theſe Tears were uſeleſs, theſe fad Tears = 
That tall from my old Eye; but there is cauſe 
4 We all ſhould weep, weir off theſe Purple Robes, 

Aud wrap our ſelves in Sackcloath, fitting down 
On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud to Heaven. | 
3 Heaven knows it yet there be an Hour to come 4 
E'er Venice be no more. N 


en. How! | 
Pri. Nay, _—— | IF 
Upon the very brink of gaping Ruin. 1 
Wibin this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy. n | 
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n Aſhes: nay; the hour too fixt; g 4 
The Swords, for ought 1 k1ow, drawn een this _ 
jad the wild Waſte b*gun. From u R a Han ‚ 9 
= 7} had this Warning: but it we are Men F 
Þ Let's not be tameſy bucher“. but do fomerhing | 
SF That may inf rm the Wor id in atter- Ages. 
. Our Virtue was not ruin“, tho we were, [ 4 Noiſe without, 
Room, room, make room tor ſome Pruner: 
Sn. Let's raiſe the Ci-v. 
Enter Officer a Guard. | 1 
Pri. Speak there, what Diſturbar ce ? * 
| Offi Two Priſoners have the Guard ſciz' d in the Streets 
| Who fay, they come to inform this Reverend Senate 
4 About the preſent Danger. 
1 Enter I iff-ir. and Belvidera guar. cd. 
All. Give em Entrance, — Well, who ate you? 
| Faff. A Villain, | 
ed, Aut. Short and pithy, 
4 The Man ſpeaks well. 
Would every Man that heirs me 
. I Would deal fo honeſtly, and own bis Title. 
G | Duke. Tis rumour d, that a Plot has been contriv'd 
| Againſt this State; that you have a ſhare in't too. 
If you are a Villain, to redeem your Honour, 
Vafuld the Truth, and be reſtor d with Mercy, | 
Faff. Think not that I to ſave my Lite come hither ; 
I know its va us better; but in pity | 
To all thoſe Wretches, whoſe unhappy Dooms '- = 
he find and ſeal'd. You ſee me here before you. 9 
The f vorn, and covenanted Foe of Venice. | 
But uſe me as my Dealings may deſerve; 
And | may prove a Friend. 
' _ Duke. The Slave capitulates, 
Give him the Tortures. 
Faff. That you dare not do, | 
Your Fears won't let you, nor the longing Itch 
To hear a Story which you dread the truth of. 
Truth, which the fear of Smart ſhall ne'er get from me; 
Comards are ſcar d with led Boys are whipt 
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—— but # fleady Mind _ | Be "_ 
i RIF, ner des the Body Counſel, © 'Y 

kim the Tortures! Name but fuch a thing 

an; by Heav'a Vi ſhut theſe Lips for ever, 

> Not all your Racks, your Engines, or your Wheels, 

1 Sal force a Groan away that you may gueſs at. 

= inded Fellow I'll warrant; 

Amn d bloody-minded Fellow. 

© * Duke. Name — Conditions. 

dor my ſelf full Pardon. 

e „ the Lives of two and twenty Friends, 

4 [Delivers @ Lig 
EWhoſe Names are here enroll'd: Nay, let their Crimes 

u er fo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oaths 

And facred Promiſe of this reverend Council, 


LT * 


7 
1 * 
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x 


aff. rss. 
e 
Or tor ever! 


Then bere's the Liſt, and with't the full Diſcloſe 


all char threatens Delivers another Pape 
——— cont t me. 190 


Ant. Why, what a dreadtul Catalogue of Cu: - throats is 
here! Ill warrant you not one of theſe Fellows but has 3 
_ I dare not ſo much as read their Names 


4 ids. Give Order that all diligent Search be made 
x To ms theſe Men; their Characters are publick. 


The 


ere 
9 of a lam d Grecian Curtezan; * KC 
"IF cats 4qailine; fee the place fecur'd. * * 7 

. What my Nicky Nacky, Hurry Dutry, Nicky _ 3 


Macky in the Plot — Fil make a Speech. Moſt Nuble 


F What beadlorg Apprebenſions drive yon on, 4 
F Right noble, wiſe, and truly ſolid Senarore, » .& 
| To violate the Laws and Right of Nations? | 1 
The Lady is a Lady of Renown. 9 
N 'Tis true, ſhe holds a Houſe of fair Reception, -—— 
f | nd the I Gy't my felt, as many more +», ==> 
Car fay as well as I. 
2 Sn. My Lord, long Speeches 
hne trivolous here, when Dangers are ſo near us; 9 
pe all well knowy your Intercit in that Lady; 1 
| The World talks loud our. F 
Ant. Verily I have done; 
ly no more. 
Duke. But fince he has declar d 
| Hinifelf concern'd, pray, Captain, take great Caution 
Ta treat the fair One as becomes her Character, 
And let her Bed- Chamber be ſcarch d with decency. 
| You, Faffeir, muſt with Patience bear 'cill Morning 
To be our Priſoner. | 
Would the Chains of Death 
Had bound me faſt e er I had known this Minute. 


| Ive done a Dced will make my Story hercatter *" 
| Quoted in Competition with all ill ones: "* - oa 

The Hiſtory of my Wickedneſs ſhall run 4 
—_— thro? the low Traditions of the Vulgar, i 
Boys be taught to tell the Tale of Faſfeir. 1 
| Duke. Captain withdraw your Priſoner. 


Ja. Sir, if poſſible, | | 
Lead ine where my own Thoughts themſclves may loſe me; 
Wiere I may & ze out what I've left of Lite, 
Forger my ſelf and this Day's Guilt and Falſhood. 

Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall 1 appeaſe thee! | 
+ 


—_ 4 8 . = 
3 5 k | 
- How's this? Guards? $ "ATM 

_ hea 
— are our Guards? ſhut up the Gates, the M 
y - " 
4 Enter Officer 
* mr” * oy 


Offi. My Lords, more Traitors: 
Seid in the very Act of Conſultation; 
E  Furnifh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of Miſchief. 
b Bring in the Priſoners. 
1 Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, and © 
other Conſpirators in Fetters, guarded. 
k Pier. You: my Lords and Fathers, 
s ycu are pleas'd to call your ſelve:) of Venice; 
It you fic here to guide the Courſe ot Juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgraceful Chains upon the Limbs 
That have fo often labour d in your Service? 
E _ Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumphs ye bellow 
On thoſe that bring you Corqueſts home, and Honours? 
ö Duke. Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir. 
Ant. And be hang'd too, I hope. 
Pier, Are theſe the Trophies I've deſery'd, for fighting 
& Your Battels with confederated Powers? 
When Winds and Seas conſpir'd to overthrow you, 
And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbors: 
1 When you, great Duke, ſhrunk, trembling in your Palace, 
C Ard ſaw your Wife, th' Adriatick, plough'd | 1 
Le a lewd Whore by bolder Prows than youre, 11 
4 Stept not I forth, taught your looſe Venetian: 
| = The task of Honour, and the way to Greatneſs! 


22 4 © = PETS CUR 


* 


Rais'd you from your czpitulating Fears, „ 
To ſlipulate the Terms of ſu' d- for Peace? EI 


& . And this my Recompefice? It I'm a Traitor, 

E + Produce my Charge; or ſhew the Wretch that's baſe - 

4 And brave enough to tell me I'm a Traitor, ſ[nough, 
Duke. Know you one Faſfeir ? OE. 


* 


* 
* 7 4 ; * LE 
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ar Fi hes conquer'd us, and we muſt fal. 7 
"Why droops the Man whoſe Welfare fo much mine We 
but one thing? Theſe Reverend Tyrants, Far, = 
Call us all Traitors: Art thou one, my Bro her? ":. 
To thee | am the falſeſt verieſt Slave 1 
1 cer betray d a generou-, truſting Friend, 
And gave up Honour to be ture of Ruin: FF 
All our fair Hopes which Morning vas to have crown'd, 
Has this curſt Tongue o'erthrown, 
Pier. So, then all's over: 
Venice has loſt ber Freedom; I my Life; 
No more; farewell. | 
Duke. Say; will you make Conir fon 
Of your vile Deeds, and truſt the Senate's Mercy? 
Fier. Curſt be your Senate: Curſt your Conttiu ion: — 
? The Curſe of growing Factions and D vition 
| Still yex your Councils, ſhake your ublick Safety, 
And make the Robes of Government you wear, 
2 Hateful to you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. 
T Duke. Pardon, or Death? 
1 Fier. Death, honourable Death, | 
Ren. Death's the beſt thing we ask, or you can give. 
All Conſp. No ſhametul Byrds, but bonoutable Heath, 
Duke. Break up the Council: Captain, guard your P:ifunrrs, © © 
Faſfeir, y are Free, but thele mult weit tor Julgmer, 1 
| Ex. all the Senators.” © 
Pier. Come, where's my Dungeon? icad me iu my Sa: 
[It will not be the firſt time I've lodg d hard | 
| To do your Senate Service. 
Fe. Hold one Moment, . * 
| Pier. Who's he diſputes the judgment of the Senate? 
| Frefurptuous Rebe! — (Strikes 1. 
aff. By Heav'n you ſtir not - 
I mutt be heard, | mult have leave to ſpeck; 
Thou hall diſgrac d me, Pierre, by a vile Blow: 
Had net a Dagger done thee nobler Juitice ? 
ut uſe me as thou wilt, thou canſt not wrong me, 4 
| | O 5 Tet· 
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| Charity 5 me:, he * 
againſt-a Friend's Repenaner, 
dwells a God-like Nature in thee, FF, 
uh Mildneſs to my Supplications. MY 
N. What whining Monk art thou? what holy Cher 
Tust would'ft tncroach upon my credulous Ears, © 
Aud cant'ſt thus vilely? Hener, I know thee not. 
Diſſemble and be Naſty: Leave, Hypocrite, 


JF. Not know me, Pierre! 
Pier. No, know thee not: what art thou? 
Faff. Faſſeir, thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd Friend; 
Tho now de ſervely ſcorn d, and us'd moſt hardly. 
Pier. Thou Faffeir! thou my once lov'd, valu'd Friend! 
By Heav'ns thuu !y'ſt; the Man fo call d. my Friend, 
Was Gcr.erous, Honeſt, Faithiv!, Juſt and Valiant, 
Noble in Mind, and in his Perſon Lovely, 
Dear to my Eyes, and tender to my Heart: 
Tut thou, a Wrerched, Baſe, Falſe, Worthleſs Coward, 
E Poor, even in Scul. and loathſome in thy Aſpect: 
© All Eyes mutt han thee, and all Hearts deteſt thee, 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me 
Like ſomething baneful, that my Nature's chill'd at. 
Fa. 1 have not wrong d thee, by theſe Tears I havenot. 
ut wall am Honeſt. True, and hope too Valiant; | 
My Mind ſtill full of thee: therefore till Noble. 
Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me, nor thy Heart 
Deteſt me utterly: Oh look upon me, «| 
Lok back and fee my ſad, ſincere Submiſſion! | 
” mow my Heart ſwells, as even twould burſt my Boſum; 
+ Fond ot its Goal, and labouring to be at thee! 
What ſhall 1 do? what ſay to make ther hear me? 
Pier. Haſt thou not wrong'd me? dar'ſt thou callthy ſeli, 
That once loy'd, valu d Friend of mine, 
nd ſwear thou haſt not wrong d me? Whence theſe Chains? 
W hence the vile Death, which | may meer this moment? 
Whence this Diſhonour, but from thee, thou falſe one? 


3 | Faſf ——Al!'s true, yer grant one thing, and T ve done 


Aut carry up and down this curſed City 


Til. wounded by my Sufferings, you Relenr, 
And raiſe me to thy Arms with dear forgi G 
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1 Lite! ask wy Life! Confeſs! Record 


When only Men like thee are fit to live ut. 


For thou haſt broke that Sacred Oath too lately. 


| Til is thy ſelf at leaſt thou rt Reconcil's; 
| However thy Refentments deal wich me. 


ke thy Lite on fach Cn s 

have propos d: Thou and thy Friends 

jet live long, and to be better rreated. „ 
my elf 


1 Villain, for the privilege to breathe, 


A diſcomtented and repining Spirit, 

ro it felt, a few Years longer, 
To loſe, it may be, at laſt in a lewd Qurrel 
For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art! 
No, this vile World and I have long been Jangling, 
And cannot part on better Terms than now, 


Fa. By all that's Juſt— — 
2 Swear by ſome other Powers, 


Faff. Then by that Hell I merit. I'll not leave thee 


Pier. Not leave me! | 
Faff. No; thou ſhalt not force me from thee: 
Vie me Reproachfully, aud like a Slave; 
Tread on me, Buff-t me, heap Wrengs on Wrongs 
On my poor Head; 11 bear it all with Patience, 
Shall weary out thy moſt Unfriendly Cruelty : 
Lie at thy Feet and kiſs em, tho? they ſpurn me, 


Pier. Art thou not 

Faſf. What? 

Pier. A Traitor? 

—_— 7 

Pier. A Villain ? 

Faff. Granted. 

Pier. A Coward, 2 moſt ſcandalous Coward, 
Spiri le , void of Honour, one who has fold 
Thy Evcrlaſting Fame for Shameleſs Litc ? | 


Fe. All, all, and more, much more; wy Faults are” 
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Fiee. | ſcorn it more becauſe preſerv'd by thee: 
And as when firſt my fooliſh Heart took Pity 
On thy Misfortunes, ſought thee in thy Miſeries, 
Reliev'd thy Wants, and rais'd thee from thy ſtate 
Of Wretchedr.efs in which thy Fate had plung d thee; 
To rank thee in my Liſt of Noble Friends; 

3 All I receiv'd in ſurety tor thy Truth, 
3 Were unregarded Oaths; and this, this Dagger. 
N Given with a worthleis Pledge, thou fince haſt ſtola: 
| So I reſtore it back to thee again; | 
Ek Swearing by all thoſe Powers which thou haſt violated: 
Never from this Curs d Hour to hold Communion, 
. Friendſhip or Intereſt wich thee, though our Ycars 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the World. 
. Take it —— farewel for now I owe thee nothing, 
Faff- Say thou wilt live then. 
Pier. For my Lite, diſpoſe it 
Juſt as thou wilt, becauſe tis what Pa tir'd with. 
Fo Pure! 
—_ * 725 No more. Ibs the Goke of thee 
Fe My Eyes wont loſe the fi thee, 
But 3 — thine, and ake with gazing. 
Tier. Leave me—— Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee 
from me; 
And Curſes great as is thy Falſhood catch thee, [Ex; 
ff. Amer. 
He's „ my Father, Friend, Preſerver, 
. And here's the Portion he has left me. [ Holds the Dagger uþ, 
This Dagger, well remembred, with this Dagger | 
I gave a folemn Vow of dire Importance; 


Fun wich this and Beluiders together. 
Mae a care, Mem'ry, drive that Tho no farther; 
No, I'll eſteem it as a Friend's laſt — 2 
«Treaſure it up within this wretched Boſom, 
Where it may grow acquainted with my Heart, hat 


| Where hide me and my Miſeries together? - 3 
$ where's now che Roman Conftancy I boaſted ? „ 
gunk into trembling Fears and Defj eration! 1 
Not daring now to look up to that dear Face 
Which us d to ſmile even on my Faults, but down 
theſe miſerable Eyes to Earth, 
| 1 1 * 11 and implore much ray 

of Bleſſings yet untafted ; 
— loaded hard wah Guilt, as I am, 
Bow with the Weight, 7722 the Burthen, 

Creep with a Remnant of Strength th have left, 
# Before the Footſtool of that Heav'n th have injured. 
1 Qh Belvidera! I'm the wretched'ſt Creature 
Ter crawl'd on Earth: now if thou'lt Virtue, help me, 
Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the words of Peace 
To my divided Soul, that Wars within me, 
And raiſes every Seuſe to my Confuſion; 

By Heav'n I'm tottering to the very Brink | - 
Of Peace: and thou art all the hold Pre left. — 

Belv. Alas! I know thy Sorrows are moſt 
Ino th' haſt Czuſe to Mourn, to Mourn, my Their, 
I With endleſs Cries, and nevyer-ceafing. Wailing, 

Thou aſt loſt 

aff. Ob I've loſt what can't be counted, 

My Friend too, Belviders ; that dear Friend, 

Who, next to thee, was all my Health rejoyc d in, 

__ I ſhamefully us'd me; 

'Twould break Heart to bear the Story. 

What ſhall 1 do? 1 
wroug'd . 1 


Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've 


Diſtrat my Quiet with the very Thought on t, 
8 Heart to pieces in my Boſom. 
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Tou un hate me, ſhould I tell there. 
by? | | "x 
- Faff Oh he has us d me! yet by Heav'n I bear itz © 
He has us'd me, Belwiders; but fi ſt ſwear 9 
That when l've told thee, thou wilt not loath me utterly; 
Tho? vileſt Blots and Stains appear upon me; 
Bur ſtill at leaſt wi h charitable Goocnefs, 
Be near me in the Pang of my affliction; 
Not (corn me, Belwiders. as he has done, 
* Belv. Have I then e er been falſe, that now I'm doubted? 
Speak, what's the Cauſe I'm grown into Diſtruſt? | 
Why thought unfit to hear my Love's Complaining? 
Faff. Oh! h 
Belv. Tell me. 
Faff. Bear my Failings, for they're many. 
Od my dear Aggel! in that Friend I've loſt 
All my SouPs Peace; for every Thought of him 
Strikes my Senſe hard, and deads it in my Brains; 
Would'ſt thou believe it? 
Delu. Speak. 
Faff. Befo e we parted, | | 
Fer yet his Guards had led bim to his Priſon, 
Fuil of ſevereſt Sorrows for his Suff: rings, | 
With Eyes o'crflowing, and a Blceding Heart, 
Humbling my ſelf almoſt beneath my Nature; 
As at his Feet I knee, and {u'd for Mercy, 
ting all our Frica ſhip, all the Dearncſs 
In which we've liv'd ſo many Years together, 
With a reproach ful Hand he daſh'd a How: 
He ſtruck me, Belvidera, by Heav'n te ſtruck me, 1 
Buffeted, call'd me Traitor, Villain, Coward. | 1 
Am Fa Coward? am Ia Villain? tell me: 1 
Tirart the beſt Judge. and mad'ſt me, it 1 am ſo. 
Damnation; Coward! | 
Belv, Oh forgive in, Faffeir. 
k And it his Sufft-rings wow d hy Heart already, 
What will they do tc-morro-w?ꝰ 
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They ſay, according to our Friend's 


all 
With barely gu; ſſing, if the Truth's hid longer. 
Belv. The taithlefs Senators, tis they've decreed it: 


ſhall have Death, and not ignoble Bondage : 
* their promi d Mercy all as forfeited: 


} Falſe to their Oaths, and de af to Interceſſion; 


Warrants are paſs'd for publick Death to- Morrow. 
Faff. Death? doom d to die! Condemn'd unheard! un- 


ed! 


Belv. Nay, cruebſt Racks and Torments are preparing, 


Jo torce Confe ſſions from their dying Pangs. 
Oh do not look ſo terribly upon me; 
How your Lips ſhake, and all your Face diforder'd! 
| What means my Love? (Tempta:icns 
Faff. Leave me, | charge thee leave m Streng 


| Wake in my Heart. 


Belv. For what? 


| FJaff. No more, but leave me: 


Beto, Why? 


Fe Oh! By Heav'n I love thee with that Fondneſs, 
| I would not have thee ſtay a moment longer, | 


{ Near theſe curit Hands: are they not cold upon thee? 


[Pulls the er out of his Boſom, and it back ag ain. 
Jelv. NY OE s in 2 
To lean thus on thy Breaſt is ſofter eaſe, | 
Than downy Pill-ws deck'd with Leaves of Roſes. 
Faff. Alas! thou think ſt not of the Thorns tis fill d with: 


{| Fly, cer they gall thee: there's a lurking Serpent 
| Rerdy to leap, and ſting thee to thy Heart: 


At thou not terrify d? Bale. 


he in my 
; ſee, they've fix'd him on the Wheel, 
And now they tear him Murther! perju d Senate! 
Murther Ob! — hark thee, Traitreſe, thou haſt done this 


Thanks to thy Tears and falſe perſwading Love. 
How her Eyes ſpeak! O thou : A 
' Madneſs can't hurt thee: Come, thou little Trembler, c; 


Juſtice, . and my broken Vows 
Will fink me elſe beneath its reaching Mercy; 
Fil wink, and then tis done 
Belv. What means the Lord 
Of me, my Lite and Love? what's in thy Boſom, 
Thou graſpeſt at ſo? ny, why am | thus treated? 3 
[ Draws the Dagger, offers to Stab hen | 
What wilt thou do? Ah do not kill me, Faffeir: 
Pity theſe panting Breaſts, and trembling Lins, | 
. That us d to claſp thee when thy Looks were milder. 
That yet bang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul: | 
And plunge it not into e ernal Darkneſs. 
Faff. No Deli idera, when we parted laſt, 
F gave this Dagger wil thee as in truſt, 
B To be thy Portion; it 1 cer prov'd Falſe, 
* On ſuch Condition was my Truth belie vd: 
©. But now tis forteited, and muſt be paid far. 
[Offers 10 Stab be agais, 
| [ Kneeling, 


OECD 


be 


Belv. Oh, Mercy! 
„ Saf. Nay, no Snugling. 
Dev. Now then kill me. 
[ Leaps upon his Neck, ad... 
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cannot r bear a Th : to harm thee. | 
yy rn pre rope ET = 
| The Seal of Providente is ſure upon thee; 

And thou wert Born for yet unheard of Wonders: : 
wert either born to ſave or damn me — 
all the Power that's given thee o'er my Soul, | 
thy refiſtleſs Tears and conquering Smiles, 
the victorious Love that ſtill waits on thee; 
| fly to thy cruel Father; fave my Friend, | 

Or all ouc future Quiet's leſt for ever: 9 
| Fall at his Feet, cling round his reverend Knees; - 
| Speak to him with thy Eyes, and with thy Tears | 
$5 Melt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him, 

Cruſh him in thi Arms, Torture him with thy Softneſfs: 

Nor, till thy Prayers are granted, ſet him free, 
But Conquer him, as thou haſt Conquer d te, [ Ex. 


: 


ACTV. SCENE l. 
bhi, HY, cruel Heay'n, have my unhappy Days + 4 
Been lengthen'd to this fad one? Oh! Diſnonour 
| And deathleſs [nfamy is tall'n upon me. | 
Vasit my Fault? Am I a Traitor? No. 3 
But then, my only Child, my Daughter, wedded; 
There my beſt Blood runs foul, and a Diſeaſe 
Incurable has ſeiz'd upon my Memory, 
| To make it Rot and Stink to After-ages. 
„ Cury'd be the fatal Minute when 1 got her, 
aud that I'd been any thing but Man, 


Ut 
5 


's there, my Father, my inhumane Father, | a 


Yezrs, has left an only Child 15 
| the Outrages of Fate. ato 
I . 1 for C 
_ FX. Child of Sorrow ſeus 
Art thou that com'ft thus wrap'd in Weeds of Sadneſs, {Or 
And mov'ſt as it thy Steps were towards a Grave? Hove 
Belv. A Wretch, who from the very op of Happineſi | To 
| —— inte the loweſt Depths of Miſery, 

ind want your pitying and to raiſe me up a 
= 1 had ſt — 4 % 
Would 1 could help thee. In 
Belv. Tis greatly in your Power: Fr 
- The World too ſpeaks you CR and I, * 
a 
P 
4} B 
T* 
| Do 
S.. | bet 

* 

| Forgiveneſs. [Throws up ker Veil, | i 
© By toe hind wander emer of Child and Father, © . Th 
| Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Love. | £3 
Pri. My | 
Bel. Yes, your „by a Mother | 
Virtuous and Noble, tairhful to your Honour, * 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 14 


— 


Dear to your Arms. By all the joys ſhe gave you; | 
| ©" When in her bloomiog Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
13 Look kincly on me; in my Face behold 


$Lincaments of you've kif'd fo often, . 5 

r . * 2 

ar” my . "i . 4 4 

With Smiles of Love, and chaſt paternal Kiſſes, 
In ouch Reſemblance of my Mother. 


$ # Oh! 
gun thou inherited her matchlefs Virtues ' 
I been too bleſs'd. 
Belv. Nay, to nt ell to Memory 
2 Heart, and quite deface th Impreſſion; 3 
ir could you think how mine's perplext. har BR 
tor Deſpairs diſtract the Peace within me, 
0h! you would take me in your dear dear Arms, 
Hover wich ſtrong Compaſſion o'er your young One, 
; | To ſhelter me with a protecting Wing 


From the black gather'd Storm, that's juſt, juſt breaking, 


we a 
„* 
8 
* 


hers 


1 Pi. Don't talk thus. I 
3 {| %. Yer, I muſt, and you muſt hear too. 9 
T lhave a Husband. 2 


Ir Damn h'm. 
Bav. Oh! do not curſe him; 
He would not ſpeak fo hard a word towards you 
Q any Terms howe'er he deal with me. 
Pri. Hah! what means my Child? 
2 | Helv. Ob! there's but this ſhort moment 
'Twixt me and Fate: Vet ſend me not with Curſes 
| Down to my Grave; afford me one kind Bleſſing 
before we part: Juſt take me in your Arms, 
, {| And recommend me with a Prayer to Heav'n, 
— {| That 1 may die in Peace, and when Tm Dead 
| In. How my SouPs catch'd! | 
Belv. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
{ Iy the dear Aſhes of my tender Mother. & 
de would have piticd me, had Fate yet ſpar d ber. 
| Nr. By Heav'o, my aking Heart forebodes much Miſchief. 
{ Tell me thy Story, for Ts 0 thy Fees. 
N. No, Pm contented. 
* Speak, | 
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Pri. Tell me. 


= Belv. Oh! 


Pri Utter't. 
Belv. Oh my Husband, my dear Husb:ni 


Curies a Dagger in his once kind Boſom, 


To pierce the Heart of your poor Belviders, 
Pri. Kill thee! 
Belv. Yes, kill me. When he paſs'd his Faith 

And Covenant againſt your State ard Senate, 

He me up as Hoſtage fos his Truth : 

Wich we a Dagger, and a dire Commiſſion, 


When cer he fail'd, to plunge it through this Boſom: 


I learnt the Danger, choſe the Hour of Love 
T*attempt his Heart, and bring it back to Honour. 
Great Love prevail d, and bleis'd me with Succeſs ; 
He came, confeſs d, betray d his deareſt Friends 
For promis d Mercy. Now they're doom'd to ſuffer. 
GalFd with remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are loſt, he vows t' appeaſe the Gods 


With this poor Life, and make my Blood th Atonement. | 


Pri. Heav'ns!. 


Belv. Think you ſaw what paſt at our laſt parting; 


Thiak you beheld him like a raging Lion, 
Facing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps, 
Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain 
Of burning Fury; think you faw his one Hind 


Nad on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 
* d a keen threatning 
* 


Dagger; Oh! twas thus 
embrac'd; when, trembling with Revenge, 
- dragg'd me to the Ground, and at my Boſom 
Preſented borrid Death; cry'd out, My Friends, 


Where are my Friends? ſwore, wept, rag d, threatn d. 


lov'd; 


| For he yet lov'd, and that dear Love preſcry'd me, 


To this laſt Trial of a Father's Pity. 


fear not Death, but cannot bear a Thought 


That that dear Hand ſhould do th' unfriendly Office. 
MI wasever then your Care, now hear me; 


By you bleſs —_ 
By yon bleſs'd Heav's, my Heart runs o cr with Fondueliy| ; 
= 


Fly | 


SFr 


r og" 


Ce Senate, fave the promis'd Ls © 
1 . c'er mine be made the Wees. 
ich, ob. my Heart's Com fort! 8 
een von nor, my Father? 

ep not, but anſwer me. 


1 


n By Heav'n, I will. | 

Not one of em but what ſhall be immortal. 

Jol thou forgive me all my Follies paſt, 

bes be indeed a Father; never, 

F Never more thus expoſe, but cherith thee, 

F Dear as the vital Warmth that feeds my Life. 

ber as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondneſs o'er thee. 
Prace to thy Heart. Farewel. 
' Belv. Go. and remember 


'Tis Beluidera's Life her Father pleads for. [Ex. ſeverally. _ 


Enter Antonio. 
Ant, Hum, hum, hah. 
Senior Print, my Lord Priali, my Lord, my Lord, 
my Lord: Now we Lords love to call one another by 
qur Titles. My Lord, my Lord, my Lord——Pox on 
lim, Iam a Lord as well as he. And fo let him Fid- 
de — l' warrant him he's gone to the Senate-Houſe, 
' and VI] be there roo, ſoon enough for ſome body. Odd 
eres a tickling Speech about the Plot, Pil prove 


| there's a Plot with a Vengeance -— Would I had it with- 


out Book; let me fee | 
Moſt Reverend Senators, 8 as 
That there is a Plot, ſurely by this time, no Man that 
hath Eyes or Underſtanding in his Head will preſume to 
doubt; tis as plain as the Light in the Cucumber 
1 — hold there Cucumber does not come in yet 
| ——'is as plain as the Light in the Sun, or as the Man 
in the Moon, even at Noon-day. It is indeed a Pumpkin- 
Plot, which, juſt as it was Mcllow, we have gather'd, 
| and now we have gather'd it, prepar'd and dreſs'd it, 
ſhall we throw it like a pickled Cucumber out at the 
1 Vindow? No: That it is not only a bloody, horrid, exe- 
| able, damnable and audacious Plot; but it is, as I may fo 
toy, # fawcy Plot: And we all know, moſt Reverend 
| fuckers, that which is Sayce for a Goole is Sawce for a 
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i. Good morrow, _— 


3 4 . I ay Huzzy kits me. 
Kiſs me, Nack y? bang you, Sic Coxcomb, hang 


„ Haity taity, is it ſo indeed? with all my Heart, 
faith then up go we, taith Hey, then up gow, 


Aqui. 
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a, that's a merry conceit, with all my — 


proteſt, Nack y, nay, I muſt proteſt. and will pro- 
chat love joking dearly, Man. And I leve thee for 
PII kiſs thee for joking, and towſe thee for 


SL 


1 


| «joking; and odd, I have a deviliſn Mind to take thee afide 


* 
* 


11 


Buſineſs for joking too; odd I have, and Hey 
bas dum dum derum dump. [ Sings. 

See you this, Si? [ Draws a Dagger. 
O Laud, a Dagger? Oh Laud? ir is naturally my 


F*..- hy I cannot endure the fight on t; hide it, tor Hee 


ne. Nacky, my dear Nacky; Morrow Nacky; od{1 


I * 222 a——kiſs me Nacky, how d doſt thou do my little 


CY 


you intend to die in your own 36d. 
threeſcore Years heuce much may be done, | 


jok'ſt, Nacky; thou art given to joking, Ill ſwear; 
I 


'm» x. , o®, of, £P, £8 — iv" « 


m 
Ant. Why, Nacky, 


FE 


de up tor Treaſon, and fo forth, Child. _"— 
| or ds thy laſt: Swear that my Love ſhall live, (Sentence, | 


doe thou art dead. 

I, h b h. (kick now, 

And little Toes, ſweet ae, e eee, my Nacky, Nacky, Nacky. 
and 


That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nacky, that's all. 


YT DS VINE — | 


3 


— what have 1 dane? grün. 
mater my dear Nacky ? Am not 1 Love, thy Happi 
a, thy Lord, thy Hero, thy Senator, and every thing | 
2. Ver, ee a fir 4 

Thou! think” art fir to meet $ 2 
_ Cho of my Ba — 
Give me my Pierre, or 
Ant. Why, he's to be d, little Nacky; 


Hqui. Thou liſt; ſtop down thy "Throat ther Hellifh 


Aqui. Swear to recall his Doom; 
Swear at my Feet, and tremble at my Fury. 
An. | do; now it ſhe would but kick a little bit, one 


25-4 6o, by thei dear fragrant Foote 


Aqui. How ! troth, 
Ant. Nothing but un'y thy Shoe-ſtring a little, faith 


Aqui. Nay, then—— + 
as ro thy Love, thy Lord, thy Hero 


Wall be preſerv'd and late. 


1 Taff: Final Defirudtion ſeize on all the World: | 
dend down, ye H eav'ns, and ſhutting round this Zarth, 
© Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion; | 
Scorch it with Elemental Flames to one curs'd Cindar, 

us little Creepers in't cal''4 Men, He 
burn to nothing: but let Venice burn Ty 
than all the reſt: here kindle Hell, | 


to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter 


here, in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now: =” 
5 Enter Belviders. 
1 Faff. My Plague— l 2 u 


F Betv. Nay then ! fee my Ruin : 

. 111 muſt die! 1 | 

= . No, Death's this day too buſie; | 

B vather's ill- imd Mercy came too 1 

I thank thee for thy Labours tho“, and him too. 15 

Bur all my poor berray'd unhappy Friends , * 
4 


Have Summons to prepare for Fates black Hour 
And yet I live. 

© Belv. Then be the next my Doom: =—_ —- 
I I ſee theu baſt paſs'd my Sentence in th — 110 
Y And Pi] no longer weep or plead 

the humbleſt, moſt obedient —M 

— Hands, and kiſs em when they wound me. 


m willing, but I beg thee do it 
2 and when thou gi ſt the Blow, 
Eyes of a releing Love, 
y, for will ſweeten Juſti 
Pity to thee! Pies 
e when thy Hanks 
Fate, come trembling to the Deed, 
8 
Breaſt, when kinder Rage has broug 

a ling'd Hears bare ler i to meet each other, 


ds © 


£@ &@ «a £«..c 


"Wwe w 


9 
2 , 


Bed, together; 


you've ſworn youbleſs'd it. 


Age and Love, we 
* 


Hours of warmeſt Love, 
the truth, 


, PI] blets rhee. 
grown, for 
Grave, as our laſt 
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now, I think, three Years we've lin's 
Belv. And may no fatal Minute ever part us, 


Bur was'c a miſerat le day? 


A curſt one. 


chought it otherwiſe; and you've oft ſworn | 


Cote, Ill kils em dry then. 


Taf. 
Bel v. 
Hoff 


\ | the Words you utter found fo very fadly, 
| Theſe Streams will follow 


"Till Reverend 
| Down to one 


2 8 
oy 
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I ever 


wn when Belwiders 
word, 


the leaſt unfriendly 


Paſſion? have 
No. 


Yes. 


any other Woman ? 
Jelv. 


af. Did I not fay I came to bleſs thee? 


Belv. 


4 4 


— 4 
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Taff. Hes my Heart, or have my Eyes e er wander 


Did 1 cer 
Or, by 


Belv 


9 | . 


To 
My 
b 


F 


- 


I Reſolve to let me go, or fee me 


er, 


bw - 


Deu. Hold, Sir, be patient. 
Taff: Hark, the diſmal Bell 


fefore he dy'd, and take his laſt Forgiveneſs, 
. 
each me ſomething Not one Kiſs at parting? 


Oh my poor Heart, when wilt thou break? 
[Going out, looks back as her, 


. Yet flap. 


ebe a Child, as yet a tender Infant, 


tea kind Mother to him when 1 am 


| bred bim in Virtue and the Paths of Honour, 


but let him never know bis Father's 1 
| charge thee guard bim trom the Wrongs my Fate 


thy do his future Fortune, or his Name. . |; 
n —gnearer yet—— [Lpproaching each other. 
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— 
l ſent for to be us'd thas kindly ? 
call Villain, as I am; deſcribe 
foul Complexion of my hateful Deeds; 
me to th Rack, and ſtretch me in thy ftead, 
Pye Crimes enough to give it its full Load, 
And do it Credit: thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe ont, 
And boneſt Men hereafter bear its Figure 
About em as a Charm from treacherous Friendſhip. 
Off. The time grows ſhort, your Friendsare dead . 
Dead! 
Pier. Yes, dead, Faffeir; they ve all dy'd like Men too, 
Worthy their Charakter. 
aff. And what muſt I do? 
77 5 — burthen'd Soul, 
aff. Speak aloud thy b Se 
"And tell thy Troubles to thy tortur d Friend. 
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—— in thy Beſdas | 
have Vent: tho I am a Villain, tell me. 
3 Pointing to the Wheel. 


hy? 
it fr Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought 8 — been 1 4 with Con- 
expos'd 2 common Carkaſs on a Wheel? | 
Pier. ? 


A 


er. let fit a Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and been Crown'd with Con- 


TT ny Wheel? (queſt | AY 


244 Vsmen Pazerny'd: 
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22 affeir aſcend the Scaffold, I 
He be Sc | 
ſhould wh —— of Honour, 


Si, 4 


ier Hence Tempter. 
off. Prieſt. 
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— her Heare with Pwience pirying Heav'n, 
lk | pulp. Come, come, come. come, come, nay come toBed, 
nber my Love. The Winds; bark how they whiſtle ? 


do you fly me? Are you Angry 
| „ where art thou? Father, why do you do thus? 
tad off, don't hide him from me. He's here ſomewhere. 
| and cf I ny: What, gone? Remember't Tyrant; AY 
* FT 1 may cevenge my ſelf for this Trick one Day. = 
1 dot. Nu a naſty Fellow; | 
Hang him, hang him, hang bim, 


Enter Officer and others. 
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E527 ens Rules dual my Fate, [Curtzia falls. © 
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1x ILOGVUE. 


pe < ac arnot aan, 


 T Though the Conſpiracy's prevented here, 


* Bus bin the Amthor bad me boldly ſay ; 


| Poets ins bomonr of the Trath ſhould 


— 
F they bad Srengtb exongh, and dam this Play: þ 


| ill Part 
Fay take this Plainneſi in 
dee 


In the ſame Spirit brave Alen for is Fight: 


Feb againſt him el, Herreds 


laily where be goes of late, be ſpies . 
| The Scowles of ſullen and revengeful Eyer; 
1 12 with much Contempt. 1s bear, | 


Vi any other Snares of Miſchief laid, 


Poiſon from an incens'd Drab, a 
| 1 —— nor Raſcal”s Stab; . 


Nos a Roſe- Aley-Cudget Ambuſcade, = 
| Or general Picque all Blackbeads have to : 


| Nuthing ſhall daunt bis Pen when Truth des call; 


Ne, nes the * P:ctare-mangler at Guild-Hall.. - 
[ The Raſcal zhat cut the Duke of York's Picture 


* 8 | D 


"EPILOGUE 


The Rebel-Tribe, of which that Vermin's owe, 
Have now ſet forward, and their Courſe begun; 
. Hs they before bad Maſſacred bis Name, 
Daft their baſe Fears but look him in the Face, 


They'd nſe bis Perſon as they've uid bis Fame: 'Y 


A Face in which ſuch Lineaments they read | 
Of that Great Martyrs, whoſe rich Blood they Shed, | 
That their Rebellions Hate they ſtill retain, 
And in bis Son wonld Marther bim again. 
With Indignation then, let each brave Heart 
Nene, and unite, 10 take his injur'd Part; 
Till Royal Love and Goodneſs call bim bome, 
And Songs of Triumph meet bim as be come; 
"Till Henn bis Honour, and our Peace reſtore, 
And Villains never wrong bis Virtue more. 
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of Bottles next ſucceeds a 


era Occasr 
2 only Joys in Nature, next to Thee: 
I To which retiring quietly at Night, 
re to add Delight, 
to our little Cottage we repair, 
we'd wiſh for there, 
J B——l; kind as ing Lovers Tears, 
P 
rofeſſing Friendſhip yet 2 Friend, 
_ beyond what can 
Finch, full of Kindneſe, gen'rous as his Blood, 
watch ul to do to Merit good; 
Who have forſook the wild tumultuous Town, 
And for a taſte of Life to us come dewn, 
Vith eager Arms, how cloſely then w'embrace, 
What Joy's in every Heart, and Face! 
The rate Table's quickly cover d o'er 
Vith choiceſt Meats at leaſt, tho' not with ſtore: 
goodly Train, 
mo pump bo 
lach waited on by a bright virgin Gla 
| Clean, found and ſhining like its Drinker's Laſs. 
Then dowa we fit, while every Genius tries 
„ till be deferves his Sacrifice. 
Hour preſumes to ſtint Delight, 


ons. 993 


laugh, love, drink, and when that's done 'ris Night: 


Ti 

No 

Ve 
Dell warm'd and pleas d, as we think fit we part, 

lach takes th* obedient Treaſure of his Heart, 
And leads her willing to his filent Bed, 
Where no vexatious Cares come near his Head, 
But Senſe with perfect Pleaſure's fed; 
Till in 25 Joy diſſolv d, each falls 
poſture keep, 


— Link 2 

Morning to renew delight; 

| Soquiet craving love till the next Night: 

| Then we the drowfie Cells of Sleep for ſake, 

| | han - wt rfhng wr — 

our ts to their attendance call, 
dad there methinks, Fancy fits Queen of all; 
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ſeveral Occastoxs. Tf 


, THE 


E 


b O ET s 


Complaint of bis Muſe. 


An ODE. 


Hill, where never 


— 


yet 
Where only Heath, courſe Fern, and Furzes 


Where (nipt by 125 Air) 
The Flocks in tatter d Fleeces hardly graze, 


T* 


a bigh 


Led by uncouth Thoughts and Care, 


e Mind 


his Breaſt with Sights kis well. 
'd Limbs as — n 
poor Trunk 8 


y rackt, and 
Groans, as 


oral Occagrons. * 


Grew with ſucceeding Years. 
The World was wide, but whither ſhould I go? 
1, whoſe blooming Hopes all wither'd were, 
Who'd little Fortune, and a deal of Care? 
To Britains great Metropolis | ſtray d, 
Where Fortune general Gums is play d 
Where Honeſty and Wit are often prais d, . 
Dr A 
Spirit me to 2 

* A Converſe equal to my Mind: 

But by raw Judgment eaſily miſ- led, 

As giddy callow Boys 
Are very fond of Toys) 

I miſs'd the Brave and Wiie, and in their ſtead 

On every {rt of Vanity I fed. 
Gay Coxcombs, Cowards. Knaves, and prating Fools, 

Bullies of o'crgrown Bulks, and little Souls, 
Gameſters, Half. wits, and Spend-thrifts, Kasi 
* | Miſchievous miduight Frolicks bred by Drink 
| Are Gallantry an Wir, 

Becauſe to their lewd Underſtandings fit) 

Mere thoſe wherewith two Y-ars at leaſt I ſpent, 

To all their fulſome Follies moſt incorrigibly bent: 
Till ac the laſt, my ſelf more to abuſe, 

I grew in love with a deertful Muſe, 


No fair Deceiver ever us Wee 
Tenſnare a tender Youth, and win his Heart: 
Or whe: ſhe had him in her Arms, 


Secur d his Love with greater Art. 


* * 99 
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LY 


I „ "ink Pyers JE 

K 1 12 

ſhe ſecm'd "and on — » Tice 

Awtul, yet kind; ſevere, yet fair. 

Upun her Head a Crown ſnhe bore 

Of Laurel, hich ſhe rold me ſhould be mine: 
And round her Ivory Neck ſhe wore 

A Rupe of hrg+it Pearl. Each part of her did ſhine ; 

With ]-wels and with Gold, | 


| Numberleſs to be told; 
Which in .cinarion as 1 did behold, 
And lord, and wonder'd more and more, 
Said ſhe, Theſe Riches all, my Darling, ſhall be thine, 
Riches which 24 
She promis d me to raile my Fortune 2 Name, 
By Royal Favour, and by endleſs Fame; | 


But never told 
how difficult to kold. 


How hard they were to ger, 
Thus by the Arts of this moſt fly 
Deluder was I caught, 
To her bewi'ching Bondage brought. 
Frernal Conſtaney we ſwore, 
A thouſand times our Vows were doubled o er. 
And as we did in our Entrance ments lie. | 
ls tigh, 5 


I thought no Pleaſure e er was wrought 
No Pair * r 


Ne'r was young Lone al fon 
When firſt bis Pufillage he loft, 
Or could of half my Pleaſure boaſt. 
©, . We never met but we enjoy'd, 
___ SF tranſported, never cloy'd. 
Chambers, Cloſets, Fields and Groves, 
Bore witneſs of our daily Loves; 
And on the Bark of every Tree | 
You might the Marks of our Endearments ſee, 
Diftichs, Poſies, and the pointed Bits $ 


Of Satyr, (written when a Poet meets 
ou t on every bebold, a los | 
a LI 6 
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wi 


I chat'd, I bir my Pen, curſt my dull 
| Refolv'd to force m'untoward Thought, 


at the laſt 1. 
a , 
A Line came forth, bur ſuch a one, n 
No trav ling Matron in her Child birth pains, 
| Full of the joyful Hopes to bear a Son, 
„ Was more aſtoniſh'd ac tht unlook d. tor ſhape 
1 Of ſome deform'd Baboon, or Ape. 
Than 1 was at the hideous Iſſue of my Brains. 
I tore my Paper, ſtabb d my Pen, 
And ſwore I'd never write again, 
Refolv'd to be a doating Fool no more. | 
But when my reck' ning I began to make, ? 


{ 1 found too long I'd ſlept, and was too late awake; 4 
I found m'ungrateful Muſe, for whoſe falſe fake © 
I did my ſelf undo, 
| Had robb'd me of my deareſt Store, 2 
| My precious Time, my Friends, and Reputation too; 
And left me helplets, friendleſs, very proud, and poor. 
VII 


Reaſon, which in baſe Bonds my Folly had enthrali'd, 
I trait to Council call'd; 
Like ſome ald faithful Friend, whom long ago 
I had caſheer'd, to pleaſe my flatt ring Fair. 
To me with readineſs be did repair; 
Expreſt much tender Chearfulneſe, to find 
| Laperieaoe had reſtor d him to my Mind; 
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GEMS &4 
And did to me ſhow, 
Who credied 7 denz, . — 

ited a flatcering, falſe, de ; 
Taka the Ci why. He faid, —2 
*T was never known a Muſe Cer ſtaid 1 

When Fortune fl d; for Fortune is a Bawd ] 
To all the Nine that on Parnaſſus dwel), 
| Where thoſe fo fam u, delighttul Fountains ſwell 
Of Poetry, which there dees ever flow; 

And where Wit's luſty. ſhining God 

Keeps his choice Seraglio. | 
So whilſt our Fortune ſmiles, cur Thoughts aſpire, 
Pleaſure and Fame's our bugnels, and delire. 


Then, — eng A 
A promptneſs in the Mind, : 
The Muſe is always ready, — 4 » 

ies 


But if th old Harlot Fortune once 
_ Her favour, all our Pleaſure, and rich Fancy dies, [flies, 
dad then tf young, Tppery lt, the Muſe too from 


To the whole Tale I gave Attention due; 
And as right ſearch into my ſelf 1 made, 

I tourd all he had ſaid 

Was honeſt, very true. 
Oh how I 'd my welcome Friend! 
And much my Mule I could not diſcommend; 1 
For I ne er lvd in Fortune's Grace, | 


She always turn'd her Back, and fled from me apace, 
And never once vouchſaf d to let me ſee her Face. 
Then to confirm me more, | 
He drew the veil of Dotage from my Eyes: 
See here, my Son, (faid he) the valu'd Prize; 
7 Thy tullome Muſe behold, be happy, and be wiſe. 


look'd, and faw the rampant, tawdry Quean, 
Vith a more horrid Train r 
ever yen gg Satyr lent a Tale, 
Or haunted Giloris in the Mall. 
firſt was he who ſtunk of that rank Verſe 
In which he wrote his Sodam Farce; | 


Roden ies. 


| FT Wiwed whom ol4 Difeles did fo bie, 
That he writ Bawdry ſure in ſpight, 
To ruin and diſgrace it quite. 
| of old did fo — 
Their Art, and ſhew'd it in their Naſtineſs. 
Next him appear d that blundering Soc 
Who a late Se//ion of the Poets wrote. 
_ has mark'd him for a heavy Fool; 
y's flat broad Face you'll —. the G. 
* . Birds have hooted him from Light; 
Much buffering has made him love the Night, 
And only in the dark he ſtrays; 
Still Wretch enough to live, wi:h worſe Fools ſpend: 
| his Diye, 
: And for old S'10es and Scraps repeats dull Plays. 
Then next there fol'o v'd. to make up the Throng, 


| Lord Lampoon. and Monſieur Song, 


Wh» f:vght her Love, and pr.mis'd for't 
To make her famous at the Court. 
The City Poet c was there, 
In a black Sattin Cap and his own Hair, 
And begg'd that he might have the Hoacur 
To beget a Pageant on her 
For the City's next Lord Mayvr. 
Her Favours ſhe to none deny'd: 
They took her all by turns ale. 
Till at che laſt up in t e rear there eme 
The Poets Scandal and the Muſes Shame, (Name. 
A Beaſt of Monſtrous guite, and LIBELL was his 
Bur let him pauſe, for 'twill ask time to tell 
How he was born, how bred and where, and where he 
| now does dwell. - 
IX. 


He paus d, and thus renew'd his Tale. 
= © and in an obicure Vale, 
jaſt Fops and Fens, whence Miſts and Von riſe; 
Gon ann Sun was feen by Ees, , 
Under a deſart Wood, 
Which no Man own'd, bur all wild Beaſts were 
Aud kept their horrid Der s, by prey far „ fed, 
| An 22 d Cottage it od, 


> 


— 


= 


3:  FPortmMs' wor © 
_- Built of Mens Bones ſlaughter'd in civil War, 
By Magick Art brought thither from afar. 

e There lie d a wicow'd Wuch, 

That us d to mumble Curſes Eve and Morn, 

L:ke one whom Wants and Care had worn; 

Meagre her Looks, and ſunk her Ey er, 

Vet Miſchiefs ſludy'd, Diſcords did deviſe. 

Si” appeared humble, but it was her Pride: 

Slow in her Speech, in Semblance ſanftity'd. 

Still whea ſhe ſpoke ſhe meant another way; 
And when ſhe curſt, ſhe ſeem'd to pray. | 

Her helliſh Charms had all a holy Dreſs, | 


And bore the Name of Godline/s. 
All her Familiars ſeem'd the Sons of Peace. 
Honeſt Habits they all wore, 
In out ward ſhow moſt Lamb-like and Divine: 
But inward of all Vices they had ſtore, 

Greedy as Wolves, and ſenſual too as Swine. 
Like her, the Sacred Scriptures they had all by Heart, 
Moſt eatily could quote, and turn to any part, 
Backward repeat it all, as Witches Prayers do, 

And for their turn, interpret backward tco. 
Ide latry with her was held impure, 
Becauſe b<fides her ſelf no Idol ſhe'd endure, | 
Though not to paint, ſad Arts to change the Face, 
And alter it in heav'nly Faſſion. 
Led Hhining ſhe defin'd a mark of Grace, 
And making wgly Faces was Mortification. 
Her late dead Pander was of well-known Fame, 
Old Presbyter Rebellion was his Name: 
She a ſworn Foc to KING, bis Peace, ard Laws, 
So will be ever, and was cali'd (bleſs us!) THE GOOD 
OLD CAUSE. = 


A Time there was, (a fad ore too) 
When all things wore the Face ot Woe, 
When many Horrors rag'd in this cur Land, 
Ard a deſtroying Angel was lent down, 
To ſcourge the Pride of this Rebellious Town. x 
He came, aud o er all Britain ſtreteh d bis conqu ring 3 


F C Mil in th' untrodden Streets unwholſome Grafs 
| Greve of great Stalk, its Colour groſs, 
And melancholick pois'nous 


, 


Where ſome Murrain-murther'd Hog, 
Poiſon'd Cat, or ſtrangled Dog, 
In rotteneſs had long unburied laid, 
And the cold Soil productive made. 
Birds of ill Omen hover'd in the Air, 
And by their Cries bad us for Graves prepare; 
And as our Deſtiny they feem'd t unfold, _ 
Dropt dead of the ſame Fate they had foretold. 
That dire Commiſſion ended, down there came 
Another Angel with a Sword of Flame: 
Deſolation foon he made, 
And our new Sodom low in Aſhes laid. 
Dillractions and Diſtruſts then did among us riſe, 
When, in her pious old Diſguiſe, 
This Witch with all her Miſchiet- making Train 
| Began to ſh-w her ſelf again. 
| The Sons of old Rebellion ſtrait ſhe ſummon d all; 
Strait they were ready at her call: | 
Once more th' old Bait betore their Eyes ſhe caſt. 
That and her Love they long'd to teſte; 
And to her Luſt ſhe drew them all at laſt. 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) 


XI. 
k The better to conceal her lewd intent 
| In ſatety from obſerving Eyes, 
Th' old Strumpet did her felt diſguiſe 
D In comely Weeds, and to the City weat, 
Alffected Truth, much Modeſty, and Grace, 
Aud Aike a worn- qut Suburb-Trull) paſt there tor a newFace. 
| Thither all her Lovers flock d, 
And there tor her ſupport ſhe found 


A Wight, of whom Fame's Trumpet much does ſound, 


With all ingredients for his Bus'neſs ſtockt, 
4: Not unlike him whoſe Story has a place N 
ü | In th' Annals of Sir Hudibras, 5 
= _* | of 


| Like thoſe courſe fickly Weeds on an old Dungial fren, 


} Was led attray, and had pollution wich bis Father's Whore, 


. bw _ 4 
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364 Porns "wow * 

Of all her * -= ——_ 5 

And every Knave or Fool that to repair, 

Had by him admittance there. c 

By his Contrivance to her did reſort 

All who had been diſguſted at the Court. 

Thoſe w hoſe Ambition had been croſt, 

Or by ill Manners had Pretermenrs loſt, 

Were thoſe on whom ſhe practis d moſt her Charm, 
Lay neareſt to ber Heart and oft'n«t in her Arms. 
lacr'eſt in every Faction, every Sect ſhe ſought; 

And ts her Lure, flat ring their Hopes, ſhe brought | 

All thoſe who uſe Religion for a F:ſhion, | 

All ſuch as practiſe Forms, and :ake great Pains 

To make their Godlmeſs their Gains, | 

Ard thrive by the Diſtractions of a Nation. | 


She by ber Art enſnar d, and fetrer'd in her Chains, 
Through her the Atbheiſt hop to purchaſe Toleration, 
The Rebel Power the beggar'd Sper d-thritt Lands, l 
Out of the Xing s or Bifhop's Har de. = 
Nay, to her ſide at lt ſhe drew in all the Rude, = 

U governzble, headlong Mul' rude: 

Promis d ſtrange Liberties ard fire Redreſs 
Of ne ve -elt, un hearu of Grievances: | 
Pamper'd their Follies, and indulg d their Hopes, 
With May-Day-Routs, November Squibs, and burning Po | 
| 


beard Popes. * 


Wich her in common Luſt did mingle all the Crew, 
Till at the laſt ſhe pregnant grew, 
And from her Womb, in little time, brought forth 
This monſtrous, moſt deieſtes Birth. | 
Of Children born with Teect. we've heard, = 
And ſome like Comets with a Beard; | 
Which ſeem'd to be fore-runners ot dire Change: E---4 
But never hi herto was fecn, 1 
Born from a Wapping Drab, or Shoreditch Quean, 
A torm like this fo hideous an d to ſtrange. 
To help whoſe Mother in ber Pains, 2 
Many a well known Dame. | 885 
The Bawd Hypccryie was there, 1 


dessen 365 * 
| Dame Scandal with her ſquinting E. | 
That loves to {ct good Neighbours at . 
And raiſe Com motions in a jealous State, 
Was there, and Malice Que:n of far-ſpread Lies, 
With all their Train of Frauds and Forgeries. 
But Midwife Matiny that buſie Drab, 
That's always talking, always loud, 
Was ſhe that firſt rook up the Babe, 


$7 And of the Office moſt was proud. 
Behold its Head ot horrid form appears: 
+ | To ſpight the Pillory it bad no Ears. 


| When ſtraight the Bawd cry'd out, twas furely kin 
1 To the bleſt Family ot Pyyn. 

Bret Scandal offer'd to depoſe her Werd, 

| Or 2 Father * a Lord. 

| The Noſe was ugly, long, and bi 7 
| | Broad, and 1 1 ig. "ig, | 8 
Which ſhew'd he would in Dunghils love to dig; 

| Love to caſt ſtinking Satyrs up 11 ill-pil'd Rhimes, 

And live by the Corru; * ol unhappy Times. 


They promis'd all by turns to take him, 
And a hopeful Y uh to make him. 
| To Nurſe he itraight was ſeat 

4 | To a Siſter-witch, though of another ſort, 


One who proteſt no Good, nor any meant: 
| All Day ſhe praftis'd Charms, by Night ſhe hardly ſlept. 
Yet in the outcaſts of a Northern factious Town, 
A liule ſmoaky Manſion ot her own, - 
Where her Familiars to her did reſort, 
A Cell ſhe kept. 
Hell the ador'd, and Satan was her God; 
| And many an ugly loathſorne Toad 
Crawl'd round her Walls, and croak'd. 
Under her Root all diſmal, black, and ſmoak'J, 
| Harbour d Beetles, and uawholeſome Bats, - 
; Sprawling Neſts of lictle Cats: 
All which were Imps ſhe cberiſht with her Blood. 
To make her Spells ſucceed and good, [ihe curſt, 
Dull at her rivel!'4 Breaſts they hung, when &er mankind 
_ And with theſe F ofter-brethren was our Monſter nurſt. 
Q3 ia 


3 þPFortMns Bp 
In little time the Hell-bred Brat 
Grew plump and fats 
Without his Leading-ftrings could walk, 
And (as the Sorcereſs taught him) talk. 
Ar ſeven Years old he went to School, 
Where firſt he grew a Foe to Rule. 
p Never would he learn as taugh”, 
But ſtill new Ways affected, and new Methods ſought, 
Not that he wanted parts 
T' improve in Lettere, and proceed to Arts; 
But as negligent as ſly, 
Of all Perverſeneſs brutiſhly was ful', 
(By Nature idle) lov'd to ſhiit and Lc, 
And was obſtinately dull. 1 
Till ſpight of Nature, through great Pains, the Sot, 
(And til Influencg of th' ill Genius of our Lanc) 
At laſt in part began to underſtand. 
Some inſipht in the Latin Tongue he got; 
Cculd ſmatter pretty well, and write too a plain Hand, 
For which his Guardians all thought fit, 
In Compliment to his moſt hopeful Wit, 
| He ſhould be ſent to learn the Laws, 
And out of the grod old to raiſe a damn'd new Cauſe. 
XIV. 
In which the better to improve his Mind, 
As by Nature he was bert 
To fearch in hidden Paths, and things long buried find, 
A Wretch's Converſe much he did trequen: : 
One who this World, as that did Him, dilown'd, 
And in an unfrequented Corner, where 
No bing was pleaſant, hardly healthful found, 
| He lei bis hated Lite, 
Needy, and even of Neceſſaries bare. 
No Servant had he, Childrer, Friend, or Wiſe: 

But of a little Remnant, got by Fraud, x 
(For all ill turns he loy'd, all good deteſted, and belicy'd 
no God) | | 

Thrice in a Week he chang'd a hoarded Groat 
- With which of Beggars Scraps he bought. 7 
Then from a neighb' ring Fountain Water got, 
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Not to be clean, but flake his Thirſt. 
He never bleſt himſclf, and all things elſe he curſt. 
The Cell in which he (though but feldom) ſlept, 
Lay like a Den, uncleans'd, unſwept : 
And there thoſe Jewels which he lov'd, he kept; 
Old worn-2ut Statutes, and Records 
Of Commons Privileges, and the Rights of Lords. 
Bu: bound up by tbemſelves wirh care were laid 
All the Ad, Reſelves, and Orders mace 
By the old Long Rump - Parliament, 
Thro' all he Changes of irs Government: 
From wluch wil readineſs be could debate 4 
Concerning Marte:: ot the State, | | 
All down (ry Go ay forty one, to horrid forty eight, d 
XV. 
His Friend{hi'p much our Monſter ſought 
By Ioſtinct aby laclination too: 
So wi hout m ch ado 
They were touether brought. 
To him Obedience Libell farore, and by him was he taught. 
Ke l-arnt of bim all Good::efs to dereſt; 
To be aſbam'd of no Diſgrace; 
In all things, but Obedience, to be Be. ſt; 
To hide a Cowara's Heart, and ſhow a hardy Faces 
fe taught him to call Government a Clog, 
Bur to bear beatings like a Dog: 
T'ave no Religion, Honefty, or Sente, 
But to profeſs them all for a Pretence. Fe. OO 
Fraught with theſe Morals, he began 
To compleat him more for Man: 
Diſtinguithe to him in an Hour 
Twixt Legiſlative and Fudicial Power ; 
How o rame a Commonwea!th, 
And Democracy, by ſtealth; 
To palliate it at firſt, and Cry 
Tas but a Well mixt Monarchy, | 
And Treaſon Salus Populi; | ; 
lato Rebellion to divide the Nation, | 
By fair Committees of Aſſiciation; 
—_— How 
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How by a lawful means to bring 
In Arms againſt himſelf the KING 

With a diſtinguiſhing old Trick, 3 
*Twixt Perſons Natural, and Politick; 23 
How to make faithful Servants Traytors, 5 
| 


Thorough-pac'd Rebel: Legiſlators, 
And at laſt Troopers Adjutators. 
Thus well inform d, and turniſht with enough 
Of ſuch like wardy, canring Stuff, | 
Our Blade fet forth and quickly grew 
A Leader in a factious Crew. 
Where-c'er he came, *cwas he firſt filence broke, 
And iwell'd with every Word he ſpoke. 
By which becoming ſawcy Grace, 
He gain'd Authority and Place: 
By many for Preterments was thought fi-, 
For talking Treaſon without Fear or Wit: 
For opening Failings in the State; 
For loving noiſie and unſound Debate, 
And wearing 22 Ribband in his Hat. 
CVI. 
Thus, like Alcides in his Lion's Skin, ! 
He very dread ul grew. 
Bur, hike that Hercules when Love crept in, | 
And th' Hero to his Diſtaff drew, 
His Foes that found him faw he was but Man: 
So when my faichleſs Clio by ber Snare 
Nad breught him to her Arme, and I furpriz'd him there, 
At once to hate and ſcorn him I began; | 
To ſee how focliſhly ſh ad dreſt, 
And for Diverſion trickt the Beaſt. 
He was Poetry all oer, 
On every tide, behind, before. 
About him nothing could 1 tee, 
Bur particolour'd Poetry. 
Painter s Advices, Letanies, 
Ballads, and all the ſpurious Exceſs 
Ot Ills that Malice could devile, 
Or ever ſwarm'd from a licentivus Preſs, 


tung round about him like a Spell: 


PU FECASTO 
And in his own Hand too was writ, 
Thar worthy Piece of modern Wit, 
The Country's late Appeal. 

Bur from ſuch Ills when will our wretched Ste 
Be freed? and who fhall cruſh — 7 any 
I 'Tis ſaid we may in ancient l 
| Of a huge Dragon, ſent by Fate ; 
So hardly was their Loſs endur'd: 
The Lovers all defpair'd, and fought their Tombs 
In the fame Monſter I u, and ot their Pains were cur d. 


To lay a fin ul Kingdom waſte: 
80 through it all he rang d, devouring as he paſt, 

| 'Till, like our Monſter too, and with the fame 

|! Curſt ends, to che Metropolis he came. 


- 


And each Day with a Virgin broke his Faſt: 
oy wretched Matrons curſt their Wombs, 


His Cruelties renew'd again, 
And every Day a Maid was ſlain. 
X The Curſe though ev'ry Family had paſt, 
p When to the Sacritice at laſt 
p Th' unhappy Monarch's only Child muſt bow: 


A Rijal Daughter needs muſt ſuffer then, a ROYAL 
j BROTHER now. — 


On him this Dragon Libel needs will prey; 
On him has caſt 
His ſordid Venom, and prophan'd 
| Wi:h ſpurious Verſe his ſpotleſs Fame, 
Fl Which ſhall tor ever ſtand | 
| Unblemiſht, ard to Ages laſt, 
When all his Foes lie buried in their Shame. 
Elſe tell me why (ſome Prophet that is wile) 
| Heav'a took ſuch Care 
To make him every thing that's race, 
| Dear to the Heart, deſirous to the Eyes. 
| Why do all good Men bleſs him as he — 
Why at his Preſence ſhrink his Foes? 
| Why do the Brave all ſtrive his Honour to defend? 
Why through the World is be diftinguiſh'd moſt 
By Titles, which but few can beaſt, 
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A moſt Fuſt Maſter, and a Faithful Friend? 
One who never yet did wrong 
To high or low, to old or young? 
Of Him what Orphan can complain? 
Of Him what Widow make her Moan ? 
But ſuch as wiſh Him here again, 
And miſs his Goodneſs now he's gone. 
If this be (as I am ſure tis) true, 
Then prichee, Prophet, tell me too, 
Why lives he in the World's Eſtcem, 
Not one Man's Foe? and why then are not all Men Friends 
with him? 


XVIII. 
Wbene'er bis Life was ſet at ſtake 
| For his ungrateful Country's ſake, 
What Dangers or what Labcurs did He ever ſhun ? 
Or what Wonders has not done ? 
Watchful all Night, and buſie all the Day, 
(Spreading his Fleet in ſight of Holland's Shore) 
Tiiumphantly ye faw his Flags and Streamers play. 
Then cid the Engliſh Lion roar, 
Whilſt the Belgian couchant lay. 
Big with the Thoughts of Cor queſt and Renown; 
Of Britains Honour, and his own, 
To them he like a threat ning Comet ſhin), 
Reugh as the Sea, and furious as the Wind: 
But conſtant as the Stars that never move; 
Or as Women would have Love. 
The trembling Genius of their Srate 
Lookr our, and ſtrait ſhrunk back his Head, 
To fee our daring Banners ſpread. . 
Whilſt in their Harbours they 
Like batten'd Monſters weltring lay: 
The Winds, when ours th ad kiſs d, ſcorn d with their, 
Flags to play. 
gut drooping like their Captain's Hearts, 
Each Pendent, every Streamer hung. 
The Seamen ſeem'd t'have loit their Arts. 


— 


| 


And as his Health round the glad Board did paſs, 
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Their Ships at Anchors now, of which w'had heard them 


9 
with il- furl d gails, and Rattlings looſe, by every Billow toſt, 
Lay hike neglected Harps, untut'd, unſtrung 3 
"Till at tie laft, provok'd with Shame, 
Forth from their Dens the baited Foxes came: 
Foxes in Council, and in Fight too grave; 
Seldom true, and now not brave. 
They bluſter'd out the Day with ſhew of Fight, 
And ran away in the — atur'd Night. 


And then in Triumph home a welcome Fleet he brought, 
With Spoils of Victory, and Glory fraughr. 
To Him then every Heart was oper, down 
From the great Man to the Clown; 
In him rejoicd, to him enclin'd: 


A bloody Battle next was fought, 8 


Each honeſt Fellow cry'd, Fill tull my Glaſs, 
And ſhew'd the tullneſs of his Mind. 
No diſcontented Vermin of ill Times 
Durſt then affront kim but in ſhow; 
Nor Libel daſh him with his dirty Rhymes: 
Nor may he live in Peace that does it now. 
And whoſe Heart would not with fo too 
That hid but fren 
When his tumultuous miſ-!'ed Fees 
Againſt him rofe, 
With what Heroick grace 
He choſe the weight of Wrony to undergo ? 
No ternpeſt on his Brow, ur altet'd in his Face, 
True witneſs of he Innocence within. 
But when the Me llengers did Mandates bring 
For his Re:reat to toreign Land, 
Since ſent trom the relen ing Hand | 
Of the molt loving BROTHER, bindeſt KING; 
It in his ticart Regrer did riſe 
It never {capr his L ongue or Eyert 
Wrh ſteady Virtue *rwas allay'd, 
And like a mighty Conqurour, be abe d. 3 
XX. It 


ino — the rurn'd away and wept. 
Much of the Father in his Breaſt did riſe, 
hen on the next he fix'd his Eyes, 


w 
A tender la ant in the Nurſe's Arms, 
Full of kind Play, and pretty Charms. 


And as to give the Kiſs he near it drew, 
About his manly Neck two little Arms it threw; 
Smii'd in his Eyes, as if it begg'd his ſtay, 
And look d kind things it could not fay. 
XXI. 
-Buc the great pomp of Grief was yet to come. 
Thb appointed time was almoſt paſt, 
Th' impatient Tides knock d at the Shore, and bid him haft 
To feek a Foreign Home. | 
The Summons he reſolv d t obey; 


Diſdein ing of his Sufferi og to complain, 
Though every Step 'd trod with Paia; 

80 forth he came, attended on his way 

By a fad lamenting Thro 


Thar bleſt him and about him bung 


— 
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Heart could hardly bear; 
Comfort that was near, 
. MATE, the Fountain of his Joys, 
That fed his Soul with Love; | 
The Cordial that can mortal Pains remove, 
To whichall worldly Bleſſings elſe are Toys. 
I faw them ready for Departure ſtand, 
Juſt when approach d the Monarch of our Land, 
And took the charming Mowrner by the Hand. 
Terpreſs all nobleſt Offices he frove, 
Of Royal Goodne/s, and a Brother's Love 
Then down to the Shore fide, 
Where, to convey them, did two R ** 
With — pace they 12 
And there fo tenderly embrac's, 
All griev'd by Sympathy to ſee them part, 
And their kind Pains touch'd each By-ſtancer's Heart, 
Then hand in hand the pity d Pair 
Turn'd round, to face their Fate: 
She ev'n amidſt Aﬀiictions Fair; 
He, though oppreſt, till Great. 
Into th expecting Boat with haſte they went; (ſent, 
Where, as the troubled Fair One to the Shore ſome Wiſhes 
For that dear — ſh'ad left behind, 
And as her Paſſion grew too mighty for her Mind, 
She of ſome Tears her Eyes beguil'd ; 
Which, as upon her Cheek they lay, 
The happy Hero kiſs d away, 
And, as ſhe wept, bluſhe with Dildain, and ſmil'd. 
Straight forth they launch into the high ſwoln Thames: 
The well-ſtruck Ours lave up the yielding Streams. 
All fixt their longing Eyes, and wiſhing ſtood, 
"Till they were got into the wider Flood; 
Till lefſen'd out of ſight, and ſeen no more: 
Then figh'd and turm d into the hated Shore, 
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Pheedra zo Hippolytus. | 


Tranſlated out of OV ID. 

The ARGUMEN T. 
Theſeus, the Son of Ageus, having ſlain the Minotaur, jre. 
miſed to Arizdne the Daughter of Minos and Paſiphae, 


for the Aſſiſtance which ſhe gave him, to carry her home 
with him, and make her his Wife : So together with her 


Signer Phæura they went on Board and ſail'd to Chios, 


where being warn d by Bacchus, he left Ariadne, and Mar- 
ried her Siſter Phazdra; who afterwards, in Theſeus her 
Husband's Abſence fell in Lote with Hippolytus her Son- 
m-Law, who had vom d (cœlibacy, and was 4 Hunter: 
Wherefore ſince ſhe could not convenientiy otherwiſe, ſhe 


choſe by this Epiſtle to grue bim an Accow:t of her Paſſion. 


. ˙ A oa. oacx EX 


T* Thou'rt unkind, I ne'er ſhall Health enjoy: 
Yet much I wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy: 
Read this, and reading how my Soul is ſeiz , 
Rather than not, be with my Ruin pleas'd: 
Thus Secrets ſafe to fartheſt Shores may move; 
By Letters Foes converſe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my ſad Tale, as | to tell it try'd. 

Upon my fault'ring Tongue abortive d;'d: 


Long Shame prevail'd, nor could be conquer'd quite, 


Bur what I bluſh'd to ſperk, Love mede me write. 
Tis dang'rous to reſiſt the Power of Love, 

The Geds obey him, and he's King above: 

| He clear'd the Doubts that did my Mind confound, 
And promis'd me to bring Thee hither bound: 
Oh may he come, and in that Breaſt of thine 
Fix a kind Dart, and make ir flame like mine! 

£ Yet of my Wedlock Vows Lil loſe no Care, 
Search back thro all my Fame, thou'lt find it fair, 
But Love long breeding, to worſt Pain does turn; 
Outward unbarm'd, withir, within | burn! 
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& the young Bull or Courſer yet untam d, | 
When yok'd or brid!'d firſt, are pinch'dand maim'd, 
So my unpractis'd Heart in Love can find 

No ReP, th* unwonted Weight ſo toils my Mind. 
When young, Love's Pangs by Arts we may remove, 
{ But in our riper Years with Rage we love. 

| To theel yield then all my dear Renown, 

And prithee let's together be undone. 

Who would not pluck the new-blown bluſhing Roſe, 
Or the ripe Fruit that courts him as it grows? 

But if my Virtue hitherto bas gain'd 

Efteem tor Spotleſs, ſhall it now be ſtain d? 

| Oh in thy Love I ſhall no Hazard run; 

| *Tis not a Sin, but when tis courſely done. 
And now ſhould Juno leave her Fove to me, 

I'd quit that Fove, Hippolyrms, tor thee: 

Believe me tco with ſtrange Defires I change, 

Amongſt wild Beaſts | long with Thee to range. 

{ To thy Delights and Delia | encline, 

| Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine: 

I long to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 

And oer the Mountains Tops my Hounds to chear, 

{| Shaking my Dart; then, the Chaſe ended, lye 

|  S$tretch'd on the Graſs: And weuldſt not thou be by? 
Oft in light Chariots I with Pleaſure ride, | 
And love my ſelf the furious Steeds to guide. 

i Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ſtray, 2 


Dr old Cy6ele's Prieſt, as mad as they 
When under Ida's Hill they Off rings pay: 
: Eva mad as thoſe the Deities of Night 
And Water, Fauns and Dryads do affright. 
| But ſtill each little Interval I gain, 
Eaſily find tis Love breeds all my Pain; 
| Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 
And Venus will have Tribute of us all, 
| Zove low d Europa, whence my Father came, 
And to a Bull transform'd, enjoy's the Dame: 
| She, like my Mother, languiſnt to obtain, | 
And fuld her Womb with Shame as well as Pain: 
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y Robe, a Garland deck'd thy Head ; 
' Bluſh thy comely Face o'cripread. 
which may be terrible in Arms, 
graceful ſeem d to me, and full of Charms: 
I love the Man whoſe Faſhion's leaſt his Care, 
And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and fair; 
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Th unpoliſht Form is Beauty in my Eye. 

If thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling Dart, 
I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: 

To ſee thee poiſe the Jav'lin, moves Delight, 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my Sight: 

But to the Woods thy Cruelty reſign, 

Nor treat it with fo poor a Life as mine: 
Muſt cold Diana be adoi'd alone; 

Muſt ſhe have all thy Vows, and Venus none? 
That Plezſure palls if tis enjoy'd too long; 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 
For Cynchia's fake unbend and eaſe thy Bow ; 
Elſe to thy Arm twill weak and uſeleſs grow. 


left old Age for Youth like thine. 


For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let fly, = 


- 
* 
1 cli > 


Il wiſh at firſt Vd dy'd of Mothers Pains: 


| ſeveral Occasrons 377 


de thou and | the next bleſt Sylvan Pair; LY 

Love's a Stranger, Woods but Deſarts are. 

wich thee, thro dang'rous Ways unknown before, 

Fil rove, and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. 

' Between two Seas a little Mm lier, 

where on each Side the beating Billows riſe, 

There in Trazena | thy Love will meer, 

More bleſt and pleas'd then in my Native Creet. 

| as we could wiſh, Old 4 is anay 

At Theſſaly, where always let him ſta 

9 whom well I ſee a 

| Prefer'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he O ly thus expreſt his Hate; 

we both have fufler'd Wrongs of migt.ty Weight: 
My Brother firſt he cruelly did fl iy, . 


Then from my Siſter falily ran away; 

And left expos'd to ev'ry Beaſt a Prey: 

A Warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, 

A Mother worthy of a Son fo brave, 

From cruel Theſens yet her Death did find, 

Nor though the gave him thee, c uld make him kind. 
Unwedded too he Murther'd her in ſpight, 

To Baſtardize, and Rob thee of thy Righ- : 

And if, to wrong thee more, two Sons I've brought, 
Believe it his, and none of Phedra's faul: : 

Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 


How can'ſ thou rey'rence then thy Father's Bed, 

From which himſelt fo abjectly is fled ? 

| The Thought affrights not me, but me inflames; 
Mother and Son are Notions, very Names 

Of worn-out Piery, in faſhion then 

When old dull Saturn rul'd the Race of Mens 

But braver Jove taught Pleaſure was no Sin, 

Aud wich his Siſter did himſelt begin. 

Nearne ſe of Blood, and Kindred beſt we 

When we exprels it in the cloſeſt Love. 

Nor need we tear our Fault ſhoulu be reveal'd; 

"Twill under near Relation be cunceaP.), 

And all who hear our Loves, with Praiſe ſhall crown 

A Mother's Kindneſs to a gratetul Son. ſs 


No Need at Midnight in the dark to ſtray, 
T* unlock the Gates, and cry, My Love, this Way, : 
No buſie Spies our Pleaſures to betray. 
Burt in one Houſe, as heretofore, we'll live, 
In publick Kifſes take; in publick, give: | 
Though in my Bed the u'rt feen, twill gain Applauſe 
From all, whilſt none have Senſc to gueſs the Cauſe: 
Only make haſte, and let this League be hgi”d; 
So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 
For this | am an humble Suppliant grown ; 

Now where are all my Bozits of Greatnels gone? 
I (wore | ne'er would vield, reſolv'd to fight, 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right: : 
Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy Knees 
What's decent no true Lover cares or fees: 
Shame, like a beaten Soldier, leaves the Place, 
But Beauties Bluſhe: ſtill are in my Face. 
Forgive this fond Confe ſſion which I in ke, 
And then ſome Piry on my Suff rings t ke. 
What though midſt Seas my Farhe:'s Empr e lic“? 
Though my great Grandlire Thunder tram the *kiesz. 
What though my Father's Sire in Beams d:eft g1y 
Drives round the burning Chariot of the Day ? 
Their Honcur all in me to Love's a Slave, 
Then though thou wilt not me, their Honour ſave; 
Fove's famous Iſland, Creet, in Dow'r Vi! bring, 
And there (hall my Hippoh tus be Ki g: 
For Venus fake then hcar and grant my Prayer, 
So may it thou never love a ſcornful Fair; 


In Fields fo may Diana grace thee ſtill. * 


And ev'ry Wood afford thee Game to kill; 

So may the Mountain Guds ard Satyrs all 

Be kind, fo may the Boar before thee fall, 

So may tke Water-Nymphs in Heat of Day, 
Though thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy Thirſt allay. 
Millions of Tears to theſe my Pray'rs I join, 
Which as thou read'ſt with thoſe dear Eyes of thine 
Think that thou ſce'lt the Streams that flow from mine.“ 
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Tranſlation of Lucretius. 


SIX. 


T HEN your Bock ha firſt time came abroad, 
muſt conteſs I flood am z and aw'd; 
For, as to ſome Good-nature | pretend, 
1 fear'd to read left J ſhould nat commend. 
Iucretius Engliſht! ras a Work might ſhake 
|} The Pow'r ot Engliſh Verſe to under::; ke. 
This all Men thought, but you arc born, we find, 
T' ou-- go th Expectations of Mankind; 
Since you've ſo well the noble Task pertorm'd, 
Envy's appeas'd, and Prejudice ditar md: 
For when the rich Original we peruie, 
And by it try the Metal you produce; 
Tho? there indeed the pureſt Ore we find, 
Yet ſtill in you it ſomething ſeems refin's ; 
Thus when the great Lucretius gives a loole, 
And laſhes to her ſpeed his fizry Muſe; 
Still with him you maintain an equal pace, 
And bear full Stretch upon him all the Race; 
But when in rugged way we find bim rein 
His Verſe, and not ſo ſmooth a Stroak maintain; 
There the Advantage he receives is found, 
1 By you taught Temper, and to chuſe his Ground. 
| Next, his Philoſophy you've ſo expreſt 
la genuine Terms, ſo plain, yet neatly dreſt, 
| Thoſe Murd'rers that now mangle it all Day 
in Schools, may learn from yuu the eaſie Way 
To let us know what they would mean and lay: 
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Friends will ſhew the Grace 
once their Statute in that Caſe. 
Sir, and fince you could aſpire, 
this Height aim yet at Laurels higher 
eat injur'd Maro from the wrong 
'd has labour'd with ſo long 
Holbourn Rhyme, and leſt the Book ſhould fail, 
pos d with Pictures to promote the Sale; 
Tapſters iet out Signs, for muddy Ale. 

e only able to retrieve his Doom, 
ake him here as fam'd as oc at Rome: 
when Fulius firſt this Ile ſubdu'd. 
Anceſtors then mixt with Roman Blood; 
near Ally'd to that whence Ovid came, 
Virgil and Horace, thoſe three Sons of Fame; 
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Which ignorant Poetaſters do de file | 

With loufie Madrigals for Lyrick Verſe; 

Inſtead of Comedy with naſty Farce. 

Would Plantus, Terence e er have been ſo lewd 

T' have dreſt jack - pudding up to catch the Crowd? 

Or Sophocles five tedious Ice have made, 

To thew a whining Fool in Love betray'd 

By ſome talſe Friend or fl ppery Chambermaid, 
c'er he hangs himſelt ID 

ull Speech, and that fine Language call? 

fince we live in ſuch a fulſom Age, 
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lck-heads will claim Wit in Nature's ſpight, 


11 
i 


, defend the Muſes Cauſe, 
im their Right, and to maintain their Laws 
dead Ancients ſpeak the Britiſh Tongue; 
fo each chattering Daw who aims at Song, 
In his own Mother Tongue may humbly read 
What Engins yet are wanting in his Head 
To make him cqual to the mighty Dead, 


27 
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_ that ſtarvet, preſumes to write, 


Nonſenſe loads the Preſs, and choaks the Stage; 


; 


For 


Warren 


Vabred, untaught he Rhy tb 


ſenſleſsly, as Squirrels 
| hn kings, Sie ( abound; may therefore you 


ever to your Friends, the Mules, true: 
4 our Defe cts be by your Powers ſupply d, 
'Till as our Envy now, you grow our Pride. 
Till by your Pen reſtor'd, in Triumph born 


_—_— 


ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE | 
DUE GW TFORMiq * 
Coming to the Theatre, Friday, April 21. 1682, 2 
WSUS Luxury. and Eaſe, 
Had ſurteited this Iſle to a Diſeaſe; 
When noiſome Blains did its beſt Parts o'erſpread, 


And on the reſt their dire Infection ſhed; 505 
Our Great Phyſician, who the Nature knew 5 


Of the Diſtemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix'd for Three Kingdoms Quiet (Sir) on You: 
He caſt his ſearching Eyes o'er all the Frame, 
And finding whence betore one Sickneſs came, 
How once b:fore our Miſchrefs oſter d were, 
Knew well your Virtue, and apply d you there: 
Where ſo your Goodnefs, fo your Juſtice ſway'd, 
You but appear'd, and the wild Plague was ſtay'd. 


Ne form'd Rebellion durſt rear up i's Head, 


| Anſwer me all: Who ſtruck the Monſter dead? 
See, ſee, the injur'd Prince, and bleſs his Name, 


When, from the filthy Dughil faction bred, © 


Think on the Martyr from whoſe Loins he came: 


_ - 


' ”F'g * M 
Think on the Blood was ſhed for you befbre, 
And Curſe the Parricides that thirft for more. 
His Foes are yours, then of their Wiles beware: 
Lay, lay bim in your Hearts, and puard im there; 
Where let his Wrongs your Z-al for him improve; 
He wears a Sword will juſtifie your Love. 
With Blood ſtill ready for your good t'expend, 
And has a Heart that ne er forgot his Friend. 
His. Duteous Loyalty betore you lay, 
And learn of him, anmurm'ring to obey. 
Think what he'as born, your Quiet to reſtore; 
| your Madneſs, and rebel no more. 
No more let Bout fes hope to lead Percrions, 
Seri d uers to be Treas'rers; Pedlars, Pulricimn:; 
Nor ev'ry Fool, whoſe Wite has tript at Court, 
Pluck up a Spirit, and turn Rebel fur'c. | 
In Lands where Cuckolds multiply like cure. 
What Prince can be too Jealous of their Power:, 
Or can too often think bimfclt alarn. d? 
They're Male-contents that ev'ry where go arm'd: 
And when the horned Herd's er got, 
Nothing portends a Commonwealth like hat. 
Caſt, caſt your Idols off, your Gods ot Wocd, 
Fer yet Philiſtins fatten with your Blood: 
Renounce your Prieſts of Baal with Amen faces, 
Your Wapping Feaſts, and your Mile-End H gh-places, 
Nail all your Medals on the Gallows Poſt, 
In recompence th' Original was loſt: 
At theſe, illuſtrious Repentance pay, 
In bis kind Hands your humble Off rings lay: 
Let Royal Pardon be by him implor'd, 
Th' Attoning Brother of your Auger d Lord: 
He only brings a Medicine fi: to affivage 
A Peoples Folly, and rowz'd Monarch's Rage. 
An Infant Prince yer lab'ring in the Womb, 
Fated with wond'rous Happineſs to come, 
He goes to fetch the mighty Bleſſings home: 
Send all your Wiſhes with him, let the Air 
With gentle Breezes waft it ſafely here, 
The Seas, like what they'll carry, calm and fair: 
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| Let the Illnſtrions Mother touch our Lind 
ly, as hereafter may her Son Command; 


Bleſs him with Days of Strength, and make em long; 


"Feral OccaSions. tz 


While our glad Monarch welcomes her to ſhoar, 
With kind aſſurance, the ſhall part no more. 

Be the Mfaf-ſlick Babe hen ſmiling Born, 
And all good Signs of Fate his Birth adorn, 


o live and grow, a conſtant Pledge to ſtand 


Of Cz/ar's Love to an ovediont Land. 


_—_— 


Spoken to Her 


ROYAL HIGHNESS 


ON HEX | 
RETURN from SCOTLAND, 
In the Tear 1682. 


| „ you, who this Day's Jubilee attend, 


And every Loyal Muſes Loyal Friend; 


| That come to treat your longirg Wiſhes here, 


Turn your deliring Eyes, and feaſt em there. 
Thus talling on your Knees with me implore, 
May this poor Land ne'er loſe that Preſence more. 


kut if there any in this Circle be, 


That come ſo curſt to envy what they ſee: 


From the vain Fool that would be great too ſoor, 
| To the dull K ave that writ the laſt Lampoon! 
Let ſuch, as Victims to that Beauty's Fame, 


Hang their vile blaſted Heads, and die with Shame. 
Our mighty Bleſſing is at laſt return'd, 


The oy arriv'd tor which fo long we mourn'd : 
From whom our preſent Peace we expect increas'd, 


And all our future Generations bleſt: 
Time have a Care: Being fate the Hour of Joy, 


} When ſome bleſt Tongue proclaims a Royal Boy: 


And when cis born, let Nature's land be ſtrong; 


Till 


Second Book Monat 


N Storms when Clouds the Moon do hide, 
And no kind Stars the Pilot guide, 
Shew me at Sea the boldeſt there, 
Who does not wiſh for Quiet 
For Quiet (Friend) the Soldier figh:*, 
Bears weary Marches, ſleepleſs _ 
For this feeds hard, and lodges 
Which can't be bought with Hills of Gold. 
Since Wealth and Power too weak we find, 
To quell rhe Tumults of the Mind; 
from the Monarchs Roofs of Srate | 
Drive thence the Cares that round him wait. 
Happy the Man with little bleſt 
Ot w 


his Father left poſleſt ; | 


har 
No baſe Defires corrupt his Head, 


Na Fears diſturb him in his Bed. 


What then in Lite, which foon — 


ver mE> Id SSOuwnm 2 


here. | 


* 


4 ſeveral Occasioxs. 335 © | 


then thy Soul rejoice to Day, 
= + Cares away. 
I" Laughter let them all be drowu'd, 
No perfect good is to be found. 
One Mortal tels Face's f:dden Blow, 
another's lingring Death comes flow; 
- | and what of Lite they take trom thee, 1 
The Gods may give to puniſh me. „ 
Thy portion is 2 wealthy Stock, 
E A fer ile Glebe, a tru'ttul Flock, 
Horſes and Chariots for thy Ele, 
Rich Robes to deck and make thee pleaſe, 
For me a little Cell I chuſe, 
Fir for my Mind, fit for my Muſe, 
Which ſoft Content does beſt adorn, 
t deu ning the Kaaves and Fools I ſcorn. 


COMPLAINI. 
0 l 


SON G „ „ Scotch Tuer 


Love, I dote, I rave with Pain, 
| Tho! ne'er could be a happ'er Swain, 
| Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 
| For when, as long her Chains I've worn, 
| I ask Relief trom Smart, 
She only gives me Looks of Scorn; 

Alas, 'twill break my Heart ! 


| My Rivals, rich in Worldly Store, 


_— 


May offer heaps of Gold, 
1 | But furely 1 a Heav'n adore, | 
Too precious to be ſold; | 
iy Yor. II. R Can 
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ad my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe wy 
Alas, twill break my Heart! 


* * hed 0s CE CI af eas Love 
_ a the e of enger Love, 
1 The cally call me Frm * 
Ab, Sylvis? thus in vain you ſtrive 
| T0 ad 2 Healer's Part, 
*T will keep but ling'ring Pain alive, 
Alas! and break my Heart. 


When on my lonely, penfive Bed, 4 
I lay me down to reft, 7; 4.28 
In hope to calm my raging Head, 
© And cool my burning Breaſt, 
Her Cruelty all Eaſe denies, 
With ſome fad Dream I ftart, 
All drown'd in Tears I find my Eyes, 
And breaking feel my Heart. 


Then riſing, through the Path I rove 
That me where ſhe dweils, 

Where to the ſenſeleſs Waves my Love 

Its mournful Story tells; 
With Sighs I dew and kiſs the Door,  - © 

Till Morning bids depart ; | 
Then vent ten thouſand Sighs and more: 
Alae, *twill break my Heart! 


© But, Syluis, when this Conqueſt's-won, © | 


* 1 4 
Aud curſs thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, £ 


For breaking my poor Hear, 


* 
\ £1 
+ 
4: CORR TING 
a 


e — . > is — — 1 - 0 
* " n 3 5 V A 
» | s | 4 
- 
1 


ff 


TPROLOGUE 


T 0 


Cons TAN TIN the Great. 
War think ye meant wiſe Providence, when firſt 


That *twas in Contradiction to Heav'n's Word, 


| That when its Spirit o'er the Waters ſtirr d, 


| When it faw All, and ſaid, That All was good, 


FT. The Creature Poet was not unde; {tood. 


F For, were it worth the Pains of fix long Days, 
To mould Retailers of dull Third Day-Plays, 


That ſtarve out threeſcore Years in hopes of Bays. 
'Tis plain they ne'er were ot the firſt Creation, 
But came by meer Equiv'cal Generation. 
Like Rats in Ships, without Coition bred ; 
F As hated too as they are, and unfed. 

NMiature their Species {ure muſt needs diſown, 
Scarce knowing Poets, leſs by Poets known. 
Yet this poor Thing, ſo ſcorn'd, and fer at nought, 
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 
Diſabl'd waſting Wicre-Maſters are not 1 
Prouder to own the Brats they never got, 

Than Fumbling. itching Rhimers of the Town, 

T. adopt ſome baſe- born Song that's not their own. 
Spite of bis State, my Lord ſometimes deſcends, 
To plenſe the Importunity of Friends. - 

The dulleſt He, thought moſt for Buſineſs fir, 

Will yenture his bought Place, to aim at Wir. 

And though he finks wich his Imploys of State, 

Till Common Senſe forfake him, he'll T « 
The Poet and the Whore alike complains, | 

Of trading Quality, that ſpoils their Gains; 
The Lords will Write, and 1 

| Ka 


Poets were marie? I'd tell you, it 1 durſt, 


- F E M 

— all you who have Male Iſſue born, 
Starving Capricorn; 

Prevent the Malice kr ye Stars in time, 

And warn them early from the Sin of Rhime: 

Tell em how Spencer ſtarv'd, how Cowley mourn's, 

How Butler's Faith and Service was return'd; 

And if ſuch Warning they refuſe to tæke, 

This laſt Experiment, O Parents, make! 

With Hands behind them ſee the Offender ty'd, 

The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by bis Side. 

Then lead him to ſome Stall that does expoſe 

The Authors he loves moſt, there rub bis Noſe; 

Till like a Spaniel laſh'd, ro kn: w Command, 

He by the due Correction underſtand, 

To keep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land. 

Till he againſt his Nature learn to firive, 

Ard get the Knack of Dullne ſs how to thrive, 


The Beginning ofa 
PASTORAL 
ON THE 
Death of His Late Majeſſy. 

HAT Horror's this that dwells upon the Plain? 


And thrs diſturbs the Shepherd's peaceful Reign? 
A diſmal Sound breaks through the yielding Air, 


Forewarning us ſome dreadful Storm is near. | 
The bleating Flocks in wild Confuſion ſtray, 5 


The early Lar ks forſake their wand'ring Way, 
And ceaſe to welcome in the new-born Day. 
Each | poſſeſt with a diſtracted Fear, 
| her looſe Ciſheyel'd Hair. 


\ , b . 9 "> 
. | 4 © 93 
E * 4 
* 
* o 
* . 


2222 iN 


5 
9 


er 


| 


2 2 


7} Mops, who Daphnis to the Stars did ſing. 


2 
* = 


Reb humble Plant does drop her Silver Tears. 
Ye tender Lambs ſtray not fo faſt away, 
To weep and mourn let us together ſtay : 
Oer all the Univerſe let it be ſpread, 
That now the Shepherd of the Flock is dead. 
The Royal Pan, that Shepherd of the Sheep, 8 
k, who to leave his Flock did dying weep [Steep. $ 
| gone, ab gone! ne er to return from Death's eternal 


Begin, Damela, let thy Numbers fly 
Loft, where the ſafe Milkey Way does lye; 


Shall join with you, and hither watt our King. I 
Phy gently on your Reeds a mournful Strain, . 
And tell in Notes thro? all th' Arcadian Plain, 
The Royal Pan, the Shepherd of the Sheep, * 
le, who to leave his Flock did dying weep, Sleep. 
| Is gone, ah gone! ne er to return from 777 \ 
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 LOVE-LETTERS 


To Madam 
My Tyrant!» 5 


dur d it too long not to make the ſevereſſ Complaint, 

I love you, I dote on you; Deſire makes me mad, when 

I am near you; and Deſpair, when I am from you, 
Sur-, of all Miferie*, Lore is to me the moſt intolerable: 
It haunts me in my Sleep, perplexcs me when waking; e- 
very melancholy Thought makes my Fears more power. 
tul; and every delightful one makes my Miſbes more ur- 
ruly. In all other uneaſie Chances of a Man's Life, there 
js an immediate Recowrſe to ſome kind of Succour or ano. 
ther: In Wants we apply our ſelves to our Friends; in 
Sickneſs to Phyſicians: But Love, the Sum, the Total of all 
Aſi ferinnes, muſt be endur'd with Silence; no Friend ſo 
dear to truſt with ſuch a Secret, nor Remedy in Art fo 
powerful, to remove its Angurſh. Since the firſt Day l 
{aw you. I have hardly enjoy d one Hour of perfect Duet: 
L lov'd yew early; and no ſooner had I beheld that ſuſt 
 bewitching Face of yours, but I felt in my Heart the 
very Fe undation of all my Peace give Way: But when 
became anothers, I muſt confeſs that 1 did then ve- 


I Endure too much Torment to be ſilent, ard * 


„ had tooliſh Pride enough to promiſe my ſelf 1 would 


in time recover my Liberty: In ſpight of my enſlau d Na- 
ture, I ſwore againſt my ſelf, I would not love ycu: lat 
fed a Reſentment, ſtifled my Spirit, and would not let 
it bend. ſo much as once to upbraid you, each Day it 
was my Chance to fee or to be near you: With ſtubborn 
Sufferance, | retulv'd to bear, and brave your Power: Nay, 
dia it otten roo, ſucceſstully. Generally with Wine, or 

Conver/ation 1 diverted cr appeas'd the Damen that pole 
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J. wu; then every trezcherous Thought roſe up, 


LETTERS. | 
£64 me; but when at Night, returning to 


ce, it was then I always paid a 
e for the ſhort Moments of Eaſe, which 1 


part, nor left me hill they had thrawn me on my 
28 open d thoſe Sluces of Tears, that were to run 
till Morning This has been for ſome Years my beſt Con- 
dition: Nay, Time it ſe'f, that decays all things elſe, has 
but encreas'd and added to my Longings. I tell it you, 
and charge you to believe it, as you are generous, (whi 

ſure you mult be, for every thing, except y« ur Negle@of 
me, perſwades me that you are fo) even at this time, 
tho other Arms have held you, and fo long trefpaſs'd an 
thoſe dear Joys that only were my Due; | lore you with 
that Tenderneſs of Spirit, that Purity of Truth, and that 
Sincerity of Heart, that 1 could facrifice the neareſt 
Friends, or Intereſts | have on Earth, barely but to pleaſe 
you: If I bad all the World, it ſhould be yours; for with 
it | could be but miſerable, i were not mine. I ap- 
peal to your ſelf for Fuſtice, it through the whole Acti- 
ons of my Life, I have done any one thing that might 
not let you fee how abſolute your Authority was over me. 
Your Commands have been always facred to me; your 
Smiles have always tranſported me, and your Frowns aw'd 
me. In ſhort, you will quickly become to methegreat- 
eſt Bleſſing, or the greateſt Curſe, that ever Man was 
doom'd to. I cannot fo much as lcok on you without 


Confuſion; Wiſhes and Fears riſe up in War within me, and 


work a curſed Diſtraction thro' my Soul, that muſt, I am 
ſure, in time have wretched Conſequences: You only can 
with that healing Cordial, Love, aflwage and calm my 
Torments ; pity the Man then that — be proud to die 
for you, and cannot live without you, and allow him 
thus far to boaſt too, that (take out Fortune trom the 


1 Ballance) you never were belov'd or courted by a Crea- 


ture that had a nobler cr juſter Pretence to your Hears, 
than the Unfortunate, (and cyen at this time) Weeping 


OTWAY. 


LES 


"yy Cevw-Lurrxas 
N Madom— 


F N Valae of your Quiet, though it would be the un 
Rum — ws | have endeavour d this Day 5 
ſwade my felf never more to trouble you with a Paſſion 
that has tormented me ſufficiently already, and is (omuck |} 
the more a Torment to me, in that I perceive it is be. | 
come one to you, who are much Cearer to me than my 
felf. I have laid all the Reaſons my diſtracted Condition 
would let me have recourſe ro, before me: I have con. 
fobed my Pride, whether after a Rivas Poſſeſſion, | 
 oughr to ruin all my Peace for a Woman that another hay 
been more bleſt in, tho no Man ever lov'd as I did: But 
Love, victorious Love! v'erthrows all that, and tells me, 
it is his Nature never to remember; he ſtill looks for- 
ward from the preſent Hour, expecting ſtill new 
new rifing Happineſs; never looks back, never 
What is pat, and left behind him, but buries and 


Dawn, 
regards 


I have conſulted too my Lot of Fortune, and find how 
fooliſhly I wiſh Poſſeſſion of what is fo precious, all the 
World's too cheap for it; yer ſtill I love, ſtill I doat on, 
and cheat my felf, very content, becauſe the Folly Pleaſes 
me. It is Pleaſure to think how fair you are, tho at the 
fame time worſe than Damnation, to think how cruel: 
Why ſhould you tell me you have ſhut your Heart up for 
ever? It is an Argument unworthy of your ſelf, ſounds 
like Reſerve, and not fo much Sincerity, as ſure 1 may 
claim even from a little of your Frieadſhip. Can 
Age, your Face, your Eyes, and your Spirit bid 

to that feet Power? No, you know better to what 
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Complaints, and Tears are of no 

Natures. yer fure you mig 

them, not ſhift me off with 

' Frindſhip. the common Coin that 

eln: muſt that be my Lot! Take it ill. natur q, 

it, give it to him who would waſte his Fortzne for you, 
give it the Man would fill your Lap with Gold, court yen 


Offers of vaſt rich Poſſefſions, give it the Fool that 
hath nothing but his Many to plead tor him: Love w'll 
hive a much nearer Relation, cr none. I ask for gloriors 
Happineſs ; you bid me welcome to your Friendſhip; it is 
like ſeating me at your Side - table, when I have the beſt 
Pretence to your Right-hand at the Feaſt. I love, I doat, 
Iam mad, and know no meaſure, nothing but Extreme 
can give me Ezfe; the kindeſt Love, or moiſt provoking 
Korn: Yet even your Scorn would not perform the Cure, 
it might indeed take off the Eige of Hofe but damn'd 
Deſpair will gna my Heart ior ever, It then | am not 
odous to your Eyes, it you have Charity enough to value 
the Well being of a Man that holds you dearer than you 
ean the Child your Bowels are moſt tond of, by that 
fiveet Pledge of your firſt ſotteſt Love l cha m and here 
cor jure you to pity the diſtracting Pangs of mine; pity my 
unquiet Days, and reſtleſs Nights; pity the Frenzy that bas 
halt poſſeſt my Brain already, and makes me write to 
you thus ravingly : The Wretchin Bedlam is more at peace 
than I am! And if I muſt never poſſeis the Henn wiſh 
for, my next Deſire is, (and the ſooner the better) aclean- 


ſwept Cell, a merciful Keeper, and your Compaſſion, 
when you find me 1 — 


| Think and be Generous: 


8. 


* 


ice fir , as Member of the World, rouſe 
beit of ray Eadeavours to divert you from fo ill-natur d 


an. lnaligacion.* Therefore, by reafon your Vitits willtake | 
* 


up fo much of this Day, I have debarr'd my ſelf the 


Partunicy of waiting on you this Afternoon, that 1 
take a time you are more Miſtreſs of, and when you 


have more leiſure to bear, if it be poſſible for an Argue 


ments of mine to take place in a tcart, I am afraid tog 
much harden'd againſt me: I muſt confeſs it may look a 
— — — under wy to 
con our inion of 
World, when it bad been * evils — bed, 
had never ſeen it: For Nature diſpos d me from my Creg- 
ken to Love, and my i Fortxne has condemn'd me to 
Daus on gue, who certainly could never hive been 
& long to ſo faithful a Paſſion, had Nature diſpos'd her 
from: her Craation to hate any thing I . 


nd keep em quiet, eſpecially when 1 
have the leaſt prerence to let you know, — 
eee eee 
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you without Pain, I need not beg your Pardon for 
err that I love you more than 
Health, or any Happineſs here, 4 . a. 
do is a new Charm to me; and tho? I have lan 

v ſeven le 2 — Years of Defire, jealouſſy 


* 


ene 1 „ 
the 


impofſit le for me 2 Pen and 


P. oo6 one MM . AM 


YOULD I fee you without Paſſion, or be abſent from 


$ your own Ill-nazure could not be guilty of inventing fuch 


to pick ill. natur d Conjetinves harmleſs Fresdam 

— ET ale with, e e. N 
| d to divert your Expenceof my Quiet. 

Oh, thou Torment! Could Fthinſtie whee Fealon/e, how 

ſhould 1 humble my Ulf to be jaftifgf?; bur I cannotbear 


know ; 
— tbe th Kappy Fn Give me 
a word or t v of Comfors, or refolye never tu look with 
— Goodweſs 01 me more, fr I carmor bear 2 kind 


J look, and atter it a cruel Dent. This Miaute my Heart: 
akes for 


you: es it | canner — Wiggin in yours af % g 


Remember poor O T WAY. 


To Madam 


7 OU cannot bu! be ſenſible, that I am blind, or you © 
woulu , ot to apently diſcover wha: a ridiculoas Tool 

you make of me. I ſhould b. glad to diſcover wivſe Sa- 
tisfaction | was { crifie'd to this Morning: for I am fure 


an Injury to me, meerly to try how much I could bear, 
were it not tor the fake of fome Aſs, that has the For- 
tune to pleaſe you: In ſhort, I have made it the Buſineſs 
of my —— — if poſlible, 
by any way to convince you of the Love I have 7 
for ſeven Years 'toil'd under; and | yous whote Buſineſs ies 


the of made her of another 
. 
figns nothing but to plague me. 
There may be Means tound, — other, e 


. 8 * * 
* 9 TTERS. * 
. 9 d / . 
1 OTE 1 ; 


* LY 
* 


I OU were pleas'd to ſend me word would 
5 2 — furt | 
_ SatiefaGtion, in the Matter you were fo unkind to charge | 
r_ [| was there, but found you | 


ther bleſs all your bewitching Sex : or, as ofren 
WIS of you, carte Wemenbind for apap 


| __ The End of the Second Volume. 
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